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[    3    ] 

To    G  E  O  R  G  E     PITT,    Esq, 

of  Stratfield  Sea,  in  Hampfhire. 

S  I  R, 

SINCE  you  vouchfafe  to  be  a  patron  to  thefe  flieets, 
as  well  as  to  their  author,  I  will  not  make  an  ill 
ufe  of  the  liberty  you  give  me,  to  addrefs  you  in  this 
public  manner,  by  running  into  the  common  topics  of 
dedications.  Should  I  venture  to  engage  in  fuch  an 
extenfive  theme  as  your  charadler,  the  world  would 
judge  the  attempt  to  be  altogether  unneceflary,  becaufe 
it  had  long  before  been  thoroughly  acquainted  with  your 
virtues ;  befides,  I  am  fenfible,  that  you  as  earneflly 
decline  all  praife  and  panegyric,  as  you  eminently  de- 
fer ve  them. 

I  hope.  Sir,  on  another  occafion,  to  prefent  you  with 
the  produdl  of  my  feverer  ftudies  :  in  the  mean  time  be 
pleafed  to  accept  of  this  trifle,  as  one  fmall  acknow- 
ledgment of  the  many  great  favours  you  have  be- 
ftovved  on, 

(Honoured  Sir) 

Your  obliged  humble  fervant, 

Christopher  Pitt. 


Bz 
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R      E      F      A      C      E. 

Y  tranflationof  Vida's  Art  of  Poetry  having  been 
more  favourably  received  than  I  had  reafon  to 
expefl,  has  encouraged  me  to  publifh  this  little  Mif- 
cellany  of  Poems  and  feleiSt  Tranflations.  I  Ihall  nei- 
ther embarrafs  mvfelf  nor  my  reader  with  apologies 
concerning  this  collection ;  for  whether  it  is  a  good  or  a 
bad  one,  all  excufes  are  unnecefTary  in  one  eafcj  and 
offered  in  vain  in  the  other. 

An  author  of  a  Miice'.lany  has  a  better  chance  of 
plealing  the  world,  than  he  who  writes  on  a  fmgle  fub- 
jedt ;  and  I  have  fometimes  known  a  bad,  or  (which  is 
ftill  worfe)  an  indifferent  Poet,  rrteet  with  tolerable 
fuccefs ;  which  has  been  owing  more  to  the  variety  of 
fubjefls,  than  his  happinefs  in  treating  them. 

I  am  fenfible  the  men  of  wit  and  pleafure  will  be 
difgufted  to  find  fo  great  a  part  of  this  colleflion  con- 
fift  of  facred  poetry  ;  but  I  afTure  thefe  gentlemen, 
whatever  they  Ihall  be  pleafed  to  objeft,  that  I  fhall 
never  be  afhamed  of  employing  my  talents  (fuch  as  they 
are)  in  the  fervice  of  my  Maker  ;  that  it  would  look 
indecent  in  one  of  mv  profeffion,  not  to  fpend  as  much 
time  on  the  pfalms  of  David,  as  the  hymns  of  Callir 
machus  ;  and  farther,  that  if  thofe  beautiful  pieces  of 
di\ine  poetry  had  been  written  by  Callimachus,  or  any 
heathen  author,  they  might  have  poJiibly  vouchfafed 
them  a  reading  even  in  my  tranflation. 

B  T.  But 
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But  I  will  not  trcfpafs  further  on  my  reader's  patience 
in  profe,  fince  I  fhall  have  occafion  enough  for  it, 
as  well  as  for  his  good-nature,  in  the  following  verfes ; 
concerning  which  I  mult  acquaint  him,  that  fome  of 
them  were  written  feveral  years  fmce,  and  that  I  have 
precifely  obferved  the  rule  of  our  great  maflcr  Horace— 
Nonumque  prcmatur  ih  annum.  But  I  may  fay  more 
juftly  than  Mr.  Prior  faid  of  himfelf  in  the  like  cafe, 
that  I  have  obferved  the  Letter,  more  than  tlie  Spirit 
of  the  precept. 

1717. 
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To    Mr.    CHRISTOPHER    PITT. 

On  his  Poems  and  Translations. 

FORGIVE  th*  ambitious  fondnefs  of  a  friend^ 
For  fuch  thy  worth,  'tis  glory  to  commend  ; 
To  thee,  from  judgment,  fuch  applaufe  is  due» 
I  praife  myfelf  while  I  am  praifing  you  ; 
As  he  who  bears  the  lighted  torch,  receives 
Himfelf  alllftance  from  the  light  he  gives. 

So  much  you  pleafe,  fo  vaft  is  my  delight. 
Thy,  ev'n  thy  fancy  cannot  reach  its  height. 
In  vain  I  ftrive  to  make  the  tranfport  known. 
No  language  can  defcribe  it  but  thy  own. 
Could'll  thou  thy  genius  pour  into  my  heart. 
Thy  copious  fancy,  thy  engaging  heart. 
Thy  vigorous  thoughts,  thy  manly  flow  of  fenfe. 
Thy  ftrong  and  glowing  paint  of  eloquence ; 
Then  fhould'ft  thou  well  conceive  that  happinefs. 
Which  I  alone  can  feel,  and  you  exprefs. 

In  fcenes  which  thy  invention  fets  to  view. 
Forgive  me,  friend,  if  I  lofe  fight  of  you  ; 
I  fee  with  how  much  fpirit  Homer  thought. 
With  how  much  judgment  cooler  Virgil  wrote ; 

B4  In 
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In  every  line,  in  every  word  you  fpeak, 

I  read  the  Roman,  and  confefs  the  Greek  ; 

Forgetting  thee,  my  Toul  with  rapture  fwell'd, 

Cries  out,  "  how  much  the  ancient  bards  exccU'd ! " 

But  when  thy  juft  tranflations  introduce 

To  nearer  converfe  any  Latian  Mufe, 

The  feveral  beauties  you  fo  well  exprefs, 

I  lofe  the  Roman  in  the  Britifh  drefs  ! 

Sweetly  deceiv'd,  the  ancients  I  contemn. 

And  with  millaken  zeal  to  thee  exclaim, 

(By  fo  much  nature,  fo  much  art  betray'd) 

*'  What  vaft  improvements  have  our  moderns  made  !" 

How  vain  and  unfuccefsful  fcems  the  toil. 
To  raife  fuch  precious  fruits  in  foreign  foil : 
They  mourn,  tranfplanted  to  another  coafl. 
Their  beauties  languid,  and  their  flavour  loft  I 
But  fuch  thy  art,  the  ripening  colours  glow 
As  pure  as  thofe  their  native  funs  bellow ; 
Not  an  infipid  beauty  only  yield. 
But  breathe  the  odours  of  Aufonia's  field. 
Such  is  the  genuine  flavour,  it  belies 
Their  ftranger  foil,  and  unacquainted  fkies- 

Vida  no  more  the  long  oblivion  fears. 
Which  hid  his  virtues  through  a  length  of  years ; 
Ally'd  to  thee,  he  lives  again  ;  tliy  rhymes 
bhall  friendly  hand  him  down  to  lateft  times ; 
Shall  do  his  injur 'd  reputation  right. 
While  in  thy  work  with  fuch  fuccefs  unite 
His  llrength  of  judgment,  and  his  charms  of  fpeech. 
That  pvcceptb  pleafe,  and  mufic  feems  to  teach. 

Left 
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Left  unimprov'd  I  feem  to  read  thee  o'er, 
Th'  unhallow'd  rapture  I  indulge  no  more  ; 
By  thee  inilrufted,  I  the  talk  forfake. 
Nor  for  challe  love,  the  luli  of  verfe  miflake  ; 
Thy  works  that  rais'd  this  frenzy  in  my  foul. 
Shall  teach  the  giddy  tumult  to  control : 
Warm'd  as  I  am  with  every  Mufe's  charms. 
Since  the  coy  virgins  fly  my  eager  arms, 
*  I'll  quit  the  work,  throw  by  my  ftrong  defire. 
And  from  thy  praife  rcludantly  retire. 


G.    RlDLEV. 


*  See  Mr.  Pitt's  tranflation  of  Vida. 
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Dr.    C  O  B  D  E  N    to    Mr.    PITT. 


On  his  having  a  Bay  Leaf  fent  him  from  Virgil's 
Tomb. 


FORGIVE  me.  Sir,  if  I  approve 
The  judgment  of  your  friend-. 
Who  chofe  this  token  of  his  love 
From  \'irgirs  tomb  to  fend. 

You,  wlio  the  Mantuan  poet  drefs 

In  purell  EngHlh  lays, 
Who  all  his  foul  and  flame  exprefs. 

May  julUy  claim  his  bays. 

Thofe  bays,  which,  water'd  by  your  hand. 

From  Vida's  fpring  (hall  rife. 
And,  with  frefh  verdure  crown'd,  withftand 

The  lightning  of  the  fkicf. 

Let  hence  your  emulation  fir'd 
His  matchlefs  Itrains  purfue, 
■■As,  from  Achilles'  tomb  infpir'd> 
The  youth  a  rival  giew. 
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An  Epistle   to  Dr.    EDWARD    YOUNG, 
At  Eaftbury,  in  Dorfetfliire, 

On  the  Review  at  Sarum,   1722. 

WHILE  with  your  Dodington  retir'd  you  fit, 
Charm'd  with  his  flowing  Burgundy  and  wit  j 
By  turns  relieving  with  the  circling  draught, 
Eacli  paufe  of  chat,  and  interval  of  thought : 
Or  through  tlie  well-glaz'd  tubci  from  bufmefs  freed^ 
Draw  the  rich  fpirit  of  the  Indian  weed  ; 
Or  bid  your  eyes  o'er  Vanbrugh's  models  roam. 
And  trace  in  miniature  the  future  dome 
(While  bufy  fancy  with  imagin'd  power 
Builds  up  the  work  of  ages  in  an  hour)  ; 
Or,  loll  in  thought,  contemplative  you  rove. 
Through  opening  villa's,  and  the  fhady  grove  ; 
Where  a  new  Eden  in  the  wilds  is  found. 
And  all  the  feafons  in  a  fpot  of  grouad  : 
There,  if  you  exercife  your  tragic  rage, 
To  bring  fome  hero  on  the  Britilh  llage ; 

Whof« 
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Whcfc  caufe  ihe  audience  with  applaufe  will  crown; 
And  make  his  triumphs  or  his  tears  their  own  : 
Thro'.v  by  the  bold  defign  ;  and  painf  no  more 
Imagin'd  chiefs,  and  monarchs  of  an  iiour  ; 
From  fabled  worthies,  call  thy  Mufe  to  fnig 
Of  real  wonders,  and  Britannia's  king. 

Oh  I  hadll  thou  feen  him,  when  the  gathering  train 
Fill'd  up  proud  Sariim's  wide-extended  {"^'ain  ! 
Tiien,  w:hen  he  Itcop'd  from  awful  majelly. 
Put  on  the  man,  and  laid  the  fovereign  by  ; 
When  the  gl.id  nations  faw  their  king  appear. 
Begirt  with  armies,  and  the  pride  of  war  ; 
More  pleas'd  his  people's  longing  eyej  to  blefs. 
He  look'd,  and  breatli'd  benevolence  and  peace  : 
When  in  his  hand  Britannia's  awful  Lord, 
Held  forth  the  olive,  while  he  grafp'd  the  fword. 
So  Jove,  though  arm'd  to  blall  the  Titan's  pridci 
With  all  his  burning  thunders  at  his  fide, 
Ffam'd,  while  he  terrify'd  the  dillant  foe. 
His  fcheme  of  bleffings  for  the  world  below. 
This  hadft  thou  feen,  thy  willing  Mufe  would  raife 
Her  ftrongeft  wing,  to  reach  her  fovereign's  praife. 
To  what  bold  heights  our  daring  liopes  may  climb .' 
The  theme  fo  great !  the  Poet  fo  fublime  ! 
I  faw  him.  Young,  and  to  thcfe  ravifli'd  eyes, 
Ev'n  now  his  godlike  figure  feems  to  rife  : 
Mild,  yet  majefric,  was  the  monarch's  mien. 
Lovely  though  great,  and  awful  though  ferene. 
(More  than  a  coin  or  pi'flure  can  unfold  ; 
Too  faint  the  colours,  and  ico  bafe  the  gold  ! ) 

At 
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At  the  bleft  figlit,  tranfported  and  amaz'd. 

One  univerfal  ihout  the  thousands  rais'd, 

Aod  crowds  on  crowds  grew  loyal  as  they  gaz'd. 

His  foes  (if  any)  own'd  the  monarch's  caufe. 

And  chang'd  their  groundlefs  clamours  to  applaufe  ; 

Ev'n  giddy  Faction  hail'd  the  glorious  day. 

And  wondering  En\7  look'd  her  rage  away. 

As  Ceres  o'er  the  globe  her  chariot  drew. 

And  harvells  ripen'd  where  the  goddefs  flew ; 

So,  where  his  gracious  footlleps  he  inclin'd. 

Peace  flew  before,  and  Plenty  march'd  bcliind. 

Where  wild  affliclion  rages,  he  appears 

To  wipe  the  widow's  and  the  orphan's  tears  : 

The  fons  of  mifery  before  him  bow. 

And  for  their  merit  only  plead  their  woe. 

So  well  he  loves  the  public  liberty. 

His  mercy  fets  the  private  captive  free. 

Soon  as  our  royal  angel  came  in  view. 

The  prifons  buni,  the  ftarting  hinges  flew  ; 

The  dungeons  open'd,  and  refign'd  their  prey. 

To  joy,  to  life,  to  freedom,  and  the  day  : 

The  chains  drop  off;  ihe  grateful  captives  rear 

Their  hands  unmanacled  in  praife  and  prayer. 

Had  thus  viftorious  Ca-far  fought  to  pleafe. 

And  rul'd  the  vanquilh'd  world  with  arts  like  thefe ; 

The  generous  Brutus  had  not  fcorn'd  to  bend. 

But  funk  the  rigid  patriot  in  the  friend ; 

Nor  to  that  bold  cxccfs  of  virtue  ran. 

To  ftab  the  monarch,  where  he  lov'd  the  man. 

And 
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And  Cato,  reconcil'd,  had  ne'er  difdain'd 

To  live  a  fubjeifl,  where  a  Brunfwick  reign'd. 

But  I  detain  your  nobler  Mufe  too  long. 

From  the  great  theme,  that  mocks  my  humble  fong 

A  theme  that  aiks  a  Virgil,  or  a  Young. 


•} 


On  the  approaching  Delivery  of  Her  Royal 
Highness,  in  the  Year  1721. 

An       ode. 

YE  angels,  come  without  delay  ; 
Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 
Defcend,  ye  fpirits  of  the  fky  ; 
Stand,  all  ye  winged  guardians,  by  ; 
Your  golden  pinions  kindly  fpread. 
And  watch  round  Carolina's  bed  : 
Here  fix  your  refidence  on  earth. 
To  haflen  on  the  glorious  birth  ; 
Her  fainting  fpirits  to  fupply. 
Catch  all  tlie  Zephyrs  as  they  fly, 
Oh  !  fuccour  nature  in  the  ftrife. 
And  gently  hold  her  up  in  life  ; 
Nor  let  her  hence  too  foon  remove. 
To  join  your  facred  choirs  above  : 
But  live,  Britannia  to  adorn 
"yVith  kings  and  princes  yet  unborn. 

Ye  angels,  come  without  delay  ; 

Eritanma's  genius,  come  away. 

\  Afluage 


An  ode  to  her  ROYAL  HIGHNESS.        jj 

Affuage  her  pains,  and  Albion's  fears. 
For  Albion's  life  depends  on  her's. 
Oh  then  !  to  fave  her  from  defpair. 
Lean  down,  and  lillen  to  her  prayer, 
CrowTi  all  her  tortures  with  delight. 
And  call  th'  aufpicious  babe  to  light. 
We  hope  from  your  propitious  care. 
All  that  is  brave,  or  all  that's  fair. 
A  youth,  to  match  his  fire  in  arms  ; 
Or  nymph,  to  match  her  mother's  charms ; 
A  youth,  who  over  kings  fhall  reign. 
Or  nvmph,  whom  kings  fliall  court  in  vain. 
From  far  the  royal  Haves  fhall  come. 
And  w  ait  from  him  or  her  their  doom  ; 
To  each  their  different  fuits  fhall  mc\'e. 
And  pay  their  homage,  or  their  love. 

Ye  angels,  come  without  delay  j 

Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 

When  the  foft  powers  of  fleep  fubdue 

Thofe  eyes,  that  fhine  as  bright  as  you  ; 

With  fcenes  of  bhfs,  tranfporting  themes ! 

Prompt  and  infpire  her  golden  dreams  ; 

Let  vifionary  bleflings  rife. 

And  fwim  before  her  doling  eyes. 

The  fenfe  of  torture  to  fubdue. 

Set  Britain's  happinefs  to  view  ; 

That  fight  her  fpirits  will  fuftain. 

And  give  her  pleafure  from  her  pain. 

Ye  angels,  come  without  delay  ; 

Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 

Come 
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Come,  and  rejoice  ;  th'  important  hour 
Is  part,  and  all  our  fears  are  o'er  ; 
Se^  !  every  trace  of  anguilh  flies, 
While  in  her  lap  the  infant  lies, 
Her  pain  by  fudden  joy  beguil'd. 
She  hangs  in  rapture  o'er  the  child, 
Her  eyes  o'er  every  feature  run. 
The  father's  beauties  and  lier  own. 
There,  plcas'd  her  image  to  furvey. 
She  melts  in  tendernefs  away  ; 
Smiles  o'er  the  babe,  nor  fmiles  in  A'ain, 
The  babe  returns  tli'  aufpicious  fmile  again, 

Ye  angels,  come  without  delay  ; 
Britannia's  genius,  come  av/ay. 

Turn  heaven's  eternal  vcUime  o'er. 
And  look  for  this  diiHnguini'd  hour  ; 
Confult  the  page  of  Britain's  ftate. 
Before  you  clofe  the  books  of  fate  : 
Then  tell  us  what  you  there  ha\'e  feen. 
What  asra's  from  this  birtli  begin. 
What  years  from  this  blell  hour  mufl  run, 
As  bright  and  lafiing  as  the  fun. 
Far  from  the  ken  of  mortal  fight, 
Thefe  fecrets  are  involv'd  in  night  : 
The  bleflings  which  this  birtli  purfue. 
Are  only  known  to  heaven  and  vou. 


On 
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On  the  Marriage  cf  the  Prince  of  Orange,  -iind 
the  Princess  Royal  of  F.ngland  *. 

WHEN  NaiTau  ey'd  his  native  coal^s  no  more. 
And  firft  difceru'd  fair  Albion's  whitening  ihore  ; 
In  that  blell  moment,  while  the  friendly  gales 
Wait  on  his  courfe,  and  ilretch  the  fwelHng  fails, 
The  deeps  divide  ;  and,  as  the  waves  unclofe. 
The  Genius  of  the  Eritilh  ocean  rofe. 
r.oofe  to  the  wind  his  fea-green  mantle  flow'd. 
And  in  his  eyes  unufual  pleafure  glow'd. 
Aw  hile  he  paus'd,  to  mark  on  Naffau's  face 
The  well-known  features  of  the  godlike  race  ; 
Vv'hofe  fwords  v/ere  lacred  to  the  generous  caufe 
Of  Truth,  ReUgion,  Liberty,  and  Laws  : 
Then  fpeke  ;  the  winds  a  flill  attention  keep. 
And  awful  filence  hulh'd  the  murmuring  deep  : 

"  Proceed,  great  Prince,  to  our  lov'd  coall  repair, 
\\'here  Anna  fhines  the  fairelt  of  the  Fair  : 
For  thy  diHinguifh'd  bed  the  Fates  ordain 
The  royal  Maid,  whom  Kings  might  court  in  vain ; 
The  royal  Maid,  in  whom  the  Graces  join'd 
Her  mother's  awful  charms,  and  more  than  female  mind. 
The  merits  of  thy  race,  the  vail:  arrear 
That  Britain  ov/es,  fhall  all  be  paid  in  her  ; 

*  Originally  printed  in  the  "  Ep'tlialamia  OxoHienfia.  Oxonii, 
'734."  in  the  name  of  Mr.  Sptnce  ;  but  now  reclaimed  as  Mr. 
Pitt's  on  the  authority  of  Biihop  Lowth.      N. 
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In  her  be  paid  the  debt  for  laws  reftor'd. 

For  England  fav'd  by  William's  righteous  fword. 

Immortal  Wiiiiam  !— At  thy  facred  name 

My  heart  beats  quick,  and  owns  its  ancient  fiame. 

Still  mart  I  call  to  mind  the  glorious  day, 

When  through  thefc  floods  the  Hero  plough'd  his  way. 

To  free  Britannia  from  the  Tyrant's  chain. 

And  bid  the  proftrate  Nations  rife  again. 

Well-pleas'd  I  faw  his  fluttering  ftreamers  fly. 

And  the  full  fails  that  hid  the  dillant  fky. 

High  on  the  gilded  ftern,  majeftic  rode 

The  world's  great  Patriot,  like  a  guardian  God. 

This  trident  aw'd  the  tumults  of  the  fea. 

And  bade  the  winds  the  Hero's  nod  obey  : 

Fond  of  the  tafk,  with  this  officious  hand 

I  pufli'd  the  facred  vefl*el  to  the  land ; 

The  land  of  Liberty,  by  Rome  enflav'd  ; 

He  came,  he  faw,  he  vanquilh'd,  and  he  fav'd. 

O  may  that  Hero,  and  thy  Anna's  fire 
To  noblefl:  deeds  thy  generous  bofom  fire. 
And  with  their  bright  tranfmiflive  virtues  grace 
The  great  defcendants  of  thy  princely  race  ! 
Still  may  they  all  their  great  example  draw 
From  her  Augullus,  and  thy  own  Naflau  I 
May  the  fair  line  each  happy  realm  adorn, 
Blefs  future  llatcs,  and  nations  yet  unborn  '." 


On 
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On  the  Marriage  of  Fr.eder.ic  Prince  oFWales, 
and  Princess  Augusta  of  Saxe-Gotha  *. 

WH  E  N  pious  frauds  and  holy  pride  no  more 
Could  hold  that  empire  which  fo  long  they  bore ; 
From  fair  Germania's  rtates  the  truth  began 
To  gleam,  and  fhed  her  heavenly  light  en  man  ; 
To  Frederic  f  firft,  the  Saxon  Prince,  'twas  given, 
To  nurfe  and  cherifh  this  beft  sift  of  Heaven. 
Its  growth,  whilll  young  and  tender,  was  his  care,    T 
To  guard  its  blolToms  from  th'  inclement  air,  |» 

And  dying,  "  May'il  thou  flouriih  !"  was  his  prayer.  J 

Again,  when  fair  Religion  now  had  fpread 
Her  influence  round,  and  rais'd  her  captiv'd  head  ; 
When  Charles  and  Rome  their  impious  forces  join'd 
To  quench  its  light,  and  re-enflave  mankind  ; 
Another  Frederic  f  firft  appcar'd  in  arms. 
To  guard  th'  endanger'd  blefling  from  alarms. 

*  Originally  printed  in  the  "  Gratulatio  Acadcmia;  Oxo.aienfi5 
"  in  Nuptias  aufpicati.Timas  illuflrlfiimorum  Principum  Frcderici 
**  Principis  WallJae  et  Augullas  Principiirse  de  Saxo-Gotha.  Oxonii, 
"  1736;"  and  now  reftored  to  Mr,  Pitt,  on  ths  fame  unqueftion- 
able  authority  as  the  preceding  poem.     N. 

■\  Frederic,  Eledlor  of  Saxony,  the  chief  ProtCiflor  of  Luther 
and  the  Proteftant  religion,  died  in  the  year  1510. 

J  Johti  Frederic,  nephew  to  the  former,  taken  prifoner  by 
Charles  V.  and  dcfpoiled  of  his  elc^orite  by  him  in  i  547. 
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Ye  Heavens  !   what  virtues  with  what  courage  joiu'd  I 
But  join'd  in  vain  ! — See,  \anquil]i'd,  and  confia'J 
In  the  deep  gloom,  the  pious  Hero  lies. 
And  lifts  to  Heaven  his  ever-ftreaming  eyes. 
There,  fpcnt  with  forrows,  as  he  funk  to  rell 
(The  public  caufe  llill  labouring  in  his  breail) , 
Behold,  in  llumber,  to  his  \  iew  difplay'd, 
Rofe  the  firft  Frederic's  venerable  fhade  I 
His  temples  circled  with  a  heavenly  flame ; 
The  fame  his  flowing  robe,  his  look  the  fame. 

"  And  art  thou  come  ?   (the  captive  Warrior  cries) 
What  realms  fo  long  detained  tliee  from  our  eye;  ? 
After  fuch  wars,  fuch  deaths  and  honours  pall. 
Is  our  great  Guardian  Chief  return'd  at  lall? 
Say,  from  your  heaven,  fo  long  defir'd  in  vain, 
Defcends  our  Hero  to  our  aid  again  ? 
Now  when  proud  Rome,  her  llandard  wide  unfurl'd. 
Pours  like  a  deluge  o'er  the  trembling  world  ; 
Fierce,  her  difputed  empire  to  rcllore. 
And  fcourgc  mankind  for  ten  dark  ages  more  ? 
Like  me.  Religion  wears  the  Tyrant's  chain  ;  -\ 

Proftrate  like  me,  flie  bleeds  at  e\'ery  \ein  :  ^ 

Oh!  muft  we  never,  never  rife  again  ?"  ) 

"  Difmifs  thy  fears,   (the  reverend  Shade  replie>) 
Be  firm,  be  conftant,  and  abfolvc  tiie  fkies. 
Dark  are  the  ways  of  Heaven  :  let  man  attend  : 
Soon  will  the  regular  confufion  end. 
Soon  {hall  thy  eyes  a  brighter  fcene  furvey 
(Lo,  the  fleet  hours  already  v\ing  their  wav  !) 

When, 
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When,  to  thy  native  foil  in  peace  reftor'd. 
Once  more  lliall  Gotha  fee  her  lawful  Lord. 
True  to  Religion,  each  fucceflive  fon 
Shall  aid  the  caufe  their  generous  fires  begun. 
Even  now  I  look  through  fate.     O  glorious  fight ! 
1  fee  thy  offspring  as  they  rife  to  light. 
What  benefits  to  man !   what  lights  divine  1 
Wliat  Heroes,  and  what  Saints  adorn  the  line  I 
And  oh  !  to  crown  the  fcenc,  my  joyful  eyes 
Behold  from  far  a  princely  \'irgin  rife  ! 
This,  this  is  ihe,  the  fmiling  Fates  ordain 
To  bring  the    bright  primeval  times  again  ! 
The  fair  Augufta  ! — Grac'd  with  blooming  charms ; 
Referv'd  to  blefs  a  Britiih  Prince's  arms. 
Behold,  behold  the  long-expefted  day  ! 
Fly  fwift,  ye  hours,  ye  minutes,  halle  away  ; 
To  wed  the  Fair,  O  favour'd  of  the  Ikies, 
Rife  in  thy  time,  thou  defHn'd  Hero,  rife  [ 
For  through  this  fcene  of  opening  fate,  I  fee 
A  greater  Frederic  fiiall  arife  in  thee  ! 
Then  let  thv  fears  from  this  blell:  moment  ceafej 
Henceforth  fhall  pure  Religion  reign  in  peace. 
Thy  royal  race  fhall  Albion's  fceptre  fv/ay. 
And  fon  to  fon  th'  imperial  power  convey  : 
All  fhall  fupport,  like  thee,  the  noble  caufe 
Of  Truth,  Religion,  Liberty,  and  Laws." 
This  faid,  the  venerable  Shade  retlr'd  : 
The  wondering  Hero,  at  the  vifion  fir'd. 
With  generous  rapture  glows  ;  forgets  his  pains, 
Smiles  at  his  vvocs,  and  triumphs  in  his  chains. 

C"  3  Thi 
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The  Firll:  Hymn  of  Calli.machus  to  Jupiter, 

WHILE  trembling  we  approach  Jove's  au  ful  fhrine, 
\^'ith  pure  libations,  and  with  rites  divine; 
What  theme  more  proper  can  we  chufc  to  fing. 
Than  Jove  himrelt",  the  great.  Eternal  King  ! 
Whofe  word  gives  law  to  thole  of  heavenly  biith ; 
Whofe  hand  fubdues  the  rebel  fons  of  earth. 
Since  doubts  and  dark  difputes  thy  titles  move, 
Hear'ft  thou,  Di*.'t:can  or  Lycxan  Jove  ? 
For  here  thy  birth  the  tops  of  Ida  claim. 
And  there  Arcadia  triumphs  in  thy  name. 
But  Crete  in  vain  would  boall  a  grace  fo  high, 
Whofe  faichlofs  fons  through  mccr  complexion  lie  : 
Immortal  as  thou  art  in  endlefs  bloom. 
To  prove  their  claim,  they  build  the  thunderer's  tomb. 
Be  then  Arcadian,  for  the  towering  height 
Of  deep  Parrhafia  welcom'd  thee  to  light  ; 
When  pregnant  Rha;a,  wandering  through  the  uood. 
Sought  out    her  darkeil  fhades,  and  bcrc  the  God  ; 
The  place  thus  hallow'd  by  the  birth  of  Jove, 
More  than  religious  liorror  guards  the  gi  ovc  ; 
The  gloom  all  teeming  females  flill  decline. 
From  the  vile  v.orm,  to  woman,  form  divine. 
Soon  as  the  mother  had  difcharg'd  her  load. 
She  fought  a  fpring  to  bathe  the  recent  God  ; 
But  fought  in  vain  :  no  living  flream  fne  found. 
Though  fmce,  the  waters  dauch  the  realms  around. 

CIca: 
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Clear  Erymanthus  had  not  Icarn'd  to  glide. 
Nor  mightier  Ladon  drove  his  fweUing  tide. 
At  thy  great  birth,  where  now  laon  flows. 
Tall  towering  oaks,  and  pathlefs  forefts  rofe. 
The  thirftv  favages  were  heard  to  roar. 
Where  Cario  foftly  murmurs  to  the  fhore  ; 
Where  fpreading  Melas  widely  floats  the  coaft. 
The  flying  chariot  rais'd  a  cloud  of  duft. 
With  drowth  o'er  Gratis  and  Menope  curft. 
The  fainting  f.vain,  to  aggravate  his  thirft. 
Heard  from  within  the  bubbling  waters  flow. 
In  clofe  rellraint,  and  murmur  from  below. 

Thou  too,  O  earth,   (enjoin'd  the  power  divine) 
Bring  forth  ;  thy  pangs  are  lefs  fevcre  than  mine. 
And  fooner  paft  ;  flie  fpoke,  and  as  flie  fpoke 
Rear'd  high  her  fcepter'd  arm,  and  picrc'd  the  rock. 
Wide  to  the  blow  the  parting  mountain  rent. 
The  waters  guih'd  tumultuous  at  the  vent. 
Impatient  to  be  freed  ;  amid  the  flood 
She  plung'd  the  recent  babe,  and  bath'd  the  God. 
She  wrapped  thee,  mighty  khig,  in  purple  bands. 
Then  gave  the  facrcd  charge  to  Neda's  hands. 
The  babe  to  r.ourilli  in  the  clofe  retreat. 
And  in  the  fafe  reccfs,  of  diilant  Crete, 
In  years  and  wifdom,  of  the  nymphs  who  nurll 
The  infant  thunderer,  Neda  v/as  the  firfl: ; 
Next  Styx  and  Phylire  ;  the  -^-irgin  fnar'd 
T'or  her  great  truft  dii'charg'd  a  great  reward  : 
For  by  her  honour'd  name  the  flood  fne  calls, 
V>  hich  rolh  iiiio  the  fea  by  Leprion's  walls ; 
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To  drink  her  ftreams  the  fons  of  Areas  crowd. 
And  draw  for  ever  from  the  ancient  flood. 

Thee,  Jove,  the  careful  nymph  to  Cnolius  bore, 
(To  CnoJiuii  feated  on  the  Cretan  (hore) 
With  joyful  arms  the  Corybantcs  heav'd. 
And  the  proud  n^'mphs  the  glorious  charge  recci\'d. 
Abo\e  the  rell  in  grace  Adiallc  llood, 
She  rock'd  the  golden  cradle  of  the  God  ; 
On  his  ambroilal  lip>  the  goat  dilV.U'd 
lier  milky  ftore,  and  ted  tii'  immortal  child  : 
With  her  the  duteous  bee  prefents  her  fpoils. 
And  for  the  God  repeats  her  flowery  toil^. 

The  fierce  Curetcs  too  in  arms  advance. 
And  tread  tumultuoufly  their  myllic  dance  : 
And,  lefl;  thy  crie^.  fliould  reach  old  Saturn's  ear. 
Beat  on  their  brazen  Ihields  the  din  of  war. 

Full  foon,  Almiglity  King,  thy  early  prime 
Advanc'd  beyond  the  bounds  of  vulgar  time. 
Kre  the  foft  dcwn  had  cloaih'd  thy  youthful  face. 
Swift  was  thy  growth  in  wit  and  every  grace. 
Fraught  was  thy  mind  in  life's  beginning  llagc. 
With  all  the  u  ifdom  of  experienc'd  age  : 
Thy  elder  brothers  hence  their  claims  rcfign, 
And  leave  th'  unbourded  heavens  bv  merit  thine  j 
For  fure  thofe  Poets  fable,  who  advance 
The  bold  aflcrtion,  that  capricious  chance 
Py  equal  lots  to  Saturn's  fons  had  given 
1'he  triple  reign  of  ocean,  hell  and  heaven. 
/,bove  blind  chance  the  vafl  di\Ifion  lies. 
And  l^ell  hold.,  no  proportion  to  the  ficicj. 

Things 
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Things  cf  a  Icfs,  and  equal  value,  turn 

On  the  blind  lot  of  an  inverted  urn. 

Not  chance,  O  Jove,  attain'd  heaven's  high  abodes. 

But  thy  own  Pov.er  advanc'd  thee  o'er  the  Gods, 

Thy  Power  that  vvhirls  tliy  rapid  chariot  on. 

Thy  Power,  the  great  aflefibr  of  thy  throne. 

Difmill  by  thee,  th'  imperial  eagle  flies 

Charg'd  with  thy  figns  and  thunders  through  the  Ikies : 

l"o  me  and  mine  glad  omens  may  fhe  bring. 

And  to  the  left  extend  her  golden  wing. 

Thou  to  inferior  Gods  haft  well  ailign'd 
The  various  ranks  and  orders  of  mankind  : 
Of  thcfe  the  wandering  merchants  claim  uie  care; 
Of  thofe  the  Poets,  and  the  fons  of  war: 
Kings  claim  from  thee  their  titles  and  their  reign 
O'er  all  degrees,  the  foldier  and  the  fvvain. 
"V'lilcan  prelides  o'er  all  who  bear  the  mafs. 
Bond  the  tough  ileel,  and  fliape  the  tortur'd  brafs, 
Diana  thofe  adore  who  fpread  the  toils ; 
To  Mars  tlie  warrior  dedicates  his  fpoils. 
7>.e  bard  to  Phabus  llrlkes  the  living  ftrings, 
Jove's  royal  province  is  the  care  of  kings  ; 
For  kings  fubmifTive  hear  thy  high  decree. 
And  hold  their  delegated  powers  from  thee. 
Thy  name  the  judge  and  leglflator  awes. 
When  this  enafts,  and  that  direfts  the  laws  : 
Cities  and  realms  thy  great  proteclion  prove  ; 
Thcfe  bend  to  monarchs,  as  they  bend  to  Jove. 

Though  to  thy  fcepter'd  fons  thy  will  extends. 
The  proper  mean:  propcrtlon'J  to  their  ends  j 

All 
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AH  are  not  favour'd  in  the  fame  degree. 
For  power  fuprcme  belongs  to  Ptolemy  ; 
What  no  inferior  limitary  king 
Could  in  a  length  of  years  to  ripenefs  bring. 
Sudden  his  word  performs :   his  boundlefs  power 
Compleats  the  work  of  ages  in  an  hour  : 
While  others  labour  through  a  wretched  reign. 
Their  fchemcs  are  blalled,  and  their  counfcls  vain. 

Hail  Saturn's  mighty  fon,  to  whom  we  owe 
Life,  health,  and  every  blefling  here  below  ! 
Who  fhall  in  worthy  llrains  thy  name  adorn  ? 
What  living  bard  ?  what  Poet  yet  unborn  ? 
Hail  and  all  hail  again ;  in  equal  fhares 
Give  wealth  and  virtue,  and  indulge  our  prayers. 
Hear  us,  great  king,  unlefs  they  meet  combin'd. 
Each  is  but  half  a  blefling  to  mankind. 
Then  grant  us  both,  that  blended  they  may  prove 
A  doubled  happincfs,  and  worthy  Jove. 


The  Second  Hvmn  of  Callimachu:.  to  Apollo. 

HAH  !  how  Apollo's  hailow'd  laurels  wave  ? 
How  fiiakes  the  temp!c  from  its  inmolt  cave .' 
Fly,  ye  profane ;  for  lo  !  in  heavenly  ilate 
The  Power  defcends,  and  thunders  at  the  gate. 
See,  how  the  Delian  palms  with  reverence  nod  ! 
Hark  !  how  the;  tuneful  fwani  coiifels  the  God  ! 
Leap  from  your  j,ir)ges,  burft  your  brazen  bars. 
Ye  facred  doors  ;  the  G«d,  the  God  apprur^. 

Yc 
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Ye  youth,  begin  the  fong  ;  in  choirs  advance  ; 
Wake  all  your  lyres,  and  form  the  mealur'd  dance. 
No  impious  wretch  his  holy  eyes  have  view'd. 
None  but  tlie  jufl,  the  innocent,  and  good. 
To  fee  the  power  confeft  your  minds  prepare, 
Refin'd  from  guilt,  and  purify'd  by  prayer. 
So  may  you  mount  in  youth  tlie  nuptial  bed. 
So  grace  with  filver  hairs  your  aged  head  ; 
So  the  proud  walls  with  lofty  turrets  crov/n. 
And  lay  foundations  for  the  rifmg  town. 

Apollo's  fong  with  awful  filcnce  hear  ; 
Ev'n  the  wild  fcas  the  facred  fong  revere  : 
Nor  wretched  Thetis  dares  to  make  her  moan. 
For  great  Apollo  flew  her  darling  fon. 
When  the  loud  lo-Pxano  ring  around. 
She  checks  her  fighs,  a:id  trembles  at  the  found. 
Fixt  in  her  grief  muft  Niobe  appear. 
Nor  through  the  Phrygian  marble  drop  a  tear  ; 
Still,  though  a  rock,  flie  dreads  Apollo's  bow. 
And  ftands  her  own  fad  monument  of  woe. 

Sound  the  loud  Ici's,  and  the  temple  rend, 
■\^'iih  the  blelt  Gods  'tis  impious  to  contend. 
In  hi.i  audacious  rage  would  brave  the  fkios 
He,  who  the  power  of  Ptolemy  defies, 
(From  whence  the  mighty  bleffmg  was  beftow'd),. 
Or  challenge  Phoebus,  and  reiift  the  God. 

Beyond  the  night  your  hallow'd  flrains  prolong, 
'i'ill  the  day  rifes  on  th'  unfiniih'd  fong. 
Nor  lefs  his  various  attributes  require. 
So  /lull  he  honour,  and  reward  the  clioir ; 

For 
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For  lior.our  is  his  gift,  aud  high  above 
He  fhines,  and  graces  tlic  right-hand  of  Jove  : 
With  beamy  gold  hio  robes  divinely  glow. 
His  iiarp,  his  quiver,  and  his  Liftian  bow  ; 
His  feet  how  iair  and  glorious  to  behold  ! 
Shod  in  ricli  fandals  of  rcfulg-ent  jrold  ! 
Wealth  ftill  attends  him,  and  vail  gifts  beltow'd. 
Adorn  the  Delphic  temple  of  the  god. 
Eternal  charms  his  youthful  cheeks  difFufe ; 
His  treses  dropping  v.ich  anibiofuJ  dews. 
Pale  Death  before  liim  flies,  with  dire  Dii'eafe, 
And  Health  and  Life  are  wafted  in  the  breeze. 
To  thee,  great  Phcebus,  various  arts  belong. 
To  v,'ing  the  d:irt,  and  guide  the  Poet's  fong  : 
Th'  enlighten'd  prophet  feels  thy  flames  divine. 
And  all  the  dark  events  of  lots  are  thine. 
By  Phcebus  taught,  the  fage  prolongs  our  breath. 
And  in  its  flight  fufpends  the  dart  of  death. 

'^i'o  thy  great  name,  O  Nomian  power,  we  cry. 
Ere  fince  the  time  when.  Hooping  from  the  Iky, 
To  tend  Admctus'  herds  thy  godhead  chofe, 
On  the  fair  banks  uhere  clear  Amphryfus  flov/s  : 
Blefl  are  the  herds,  and  blell  the  flock.,  that  lie 
Beneath  the  influence  of  Apollo's  eye. 
The  meads  re-echo'd  to  the  bleating  lambs. 
And  the  kids  leap'd,  and  frilk'd  around  their  dams  ; 
Her  weight  of  milk  each  ewe  dragg'd  on  v.ith  pain. 
And  drop'd  a  double  efFr,pring  on  the  plai.i. 

On  great  A  polio  for  his  aid  vv-e  call, 
To  build  th'  {Qvvn  and  riiifc  th'  embattled  wall  : 
,    :  He. 
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He,  while  an  Infant,  fram'd  the  wondrous  plan, 
Jn  fair  Ortygia,  for  the  ufe  of  man. 
When  young  Diana  urg'd  her  fylvan  toils. 
From  Cynrhus'  tops  fhe  brought  her  favage  fpoils ; 
The  headi  of  mountain-goats,  and  antlers  lay 
Spread  wide  around,  the  trophies  of  the  day  : 
Oi'thefe  a  Ihufture  he  composed  with  art, 
in  order  rang'd,  and  jull  in  every  part ; 
And  by  that  model  taught  us  to  dii'pofe 
The  rifmg  city,  and  with  walls  indofe  ; 
Where  the  foundations  of  the  pile  fhould  lie. 
Or  towers  and  battlements  ihould  reach  the  (ky. 

Apollo  fent  th'  aufpicious  crow  before. 
When  our  great  founder  touch'd  the  Libyan  fliore  : 
Full  on  the  right  lie  flew  to  call  him  on. 
And  guide  the  people  to  tlieir  deuln'd  town ; 
Which  to  a  race  of  kings  Apollo  vow'd. 
And  fix'd  for  ever  ftands  the  promife  of  the  God. 

Or  hear'fc  thou,  wliile  thy  honours  we  proclaim. 
Thy  Boedromian,  or  thy  Clarian  name  ? 
(For  to  the  power  are  various  names  aflign'd 
From  cities  rais'd,  and  bleffings  to  mankind.) 
In  thy  Carnean  title  I  rejoice. 
And  join  mv  grateful  country's  public  voice. 
Ere  to  Cyrene's  realms  our  courfe  we  bore. 
Thrice  were  we  led  by  thee  Irorn  fhore  to  Ihore  j 
'I'ill  our  progenitor  the  region  gain'd. 
And  annual  rites  and  annnual  feafls  ordain'd. 
When  at  \iiy  prophet  Camus'  vAU,  we  rais'd 
A  glorious  temple  ;  and  the  altars  blaz'd 

With 
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With  hecatombs  of  bulls,  whofe  reeking  blood, 
Great  king,  they  ihed  to  thee  their  guardian  God. 

lo  !   Carnean  Fhtebus  \   awful  power  ! 
Whom  fair  Cyrenc's  fuppliant  fons  adore  ! 
To  deck  thy  hallow'd  temple,  fee  1  we  bring 
I'he  choicelt  flowers,  and  rifl;;  all  the  fpring  : 
The  moll  diftinguijh'd  odours  nature  yields. 
When  balmy  Zephyr  breathes  along  the  fields ; 
Soon  as  the  fad  inverted  year  retreats. 
To  thee  the  crocus  dedicates  his  fweets. 
From  thy  bright  altars  hallow'd  flames  afpire  j 
They  fliine  incefl"ant  from  the  facrcd  fire. 
What  joy,  what  tranfport,  fwells  Apollo's  breaft, 
When  at  his  great  Carnean  annual  feaft. 
Clad  in  their  arms  our  Libyan  tribes  advance, 
Mixt  with  our  fwarthy  dames,  and  lead  the  dance. 
Nor  yet  the  Greeks  had  reach'd  Cyrene's  floodi  j 
But  rov'd  through  wild  Azilis'  gloomy  woods  ; 
Whom  to  his  nymph  Apollo  deign'd  to  fliow. 
High  as  he  ftood  on  tall  Myrtufa's  brow  ; 
Where  the  fierce  lion  by  her  hands  was  flain. 
Who  in  his  fatal  rage  laid  wafte  the  plain. 
Still  to  Cyrene  are  his  gifts  convcy'd. 
In  dear  remembrance  of  the  ravifli'd  maid  ; 
Nor  were  her  fons  ungrateful,  who  beftow'd 
Their  cholceft  honours  on  their  guardian  God. 

15  I  with  holy  raptures  fmg  around; 
We  owe  to  Delphos  the  triumphant  found. 
When  thy  victorious  hands  vouchfaPd  to  (how 
The  wonders  of  thy  fiiafts  and  golden  bow  ; 

I  When 
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When  Python  from  his  den  was  feen  to  rife. 

Dire,  fierce,  tremendous,  of  enormous  fize  ; 

By  thee  with  many  a  fatal  arrow  flain. 

The  monfter  funk  extended  on  the  plain  ; 

Shaft  after  fnaft  in  fwift  fuccceffion  flew ; 

As  fwift  the  people's  fhouts  and  prayers  purfuc. 

lo,  Apollo,  launch  thy  flying  dart ; 

Send  it,  oh  !  fend  it  to  the  monfter's  heart. 

When  thy  fair  mother  bore  thee,  flie  defign'd 

Her  mighty  fon,  a  blefling  to  mankind. 

Envy,  that  other  plague  and  fiend,  drew  near  ; 
And  gently  whifper'd  in  Apollo's  ear  : 
No  Poet  I  regard  but  him  whofe  lays 
Are  fwelling,  loud,  and  boundlefs  as  the  feas  ; 
Apollo  fpurn'd  the  fury,  and  reply'd. 
The  vaft  Euphrates  rolls  a  mighty  tide ; 
With  rumbling  torrents  the  rough  river  roars  ; 
But  black  with  mud,  difcolour'd  from  his  fhores. 
Prone  down  Afliyria's  lands  his  courfe  he  keeps. 
And  with  polluted  waters  ftains  the  deeps. 
But  the  Meliflan  nymphs  to  Ceres  bring 
The  purefr  produft  of  the  limpid  fpring ; 
Small  is  the  facred  flream,  but  never  llam'd 
With  mud,  or  foul  ablutions  from  the  land. 

Hail,  glorious  king  !  beneath  thy  matchlefs  power 
May  malice  fmk,  and  envy  be  no  more  ! 


To 
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To  Sir    JAMES    T  H  O  R  N  H  I  L  L, 

On  liii  excellent  Painting  the  Rape  of  Helen,  at  the 
Seat  of  General  Erle  in  Dorfetlhire. 

t         Written  in  the  Year  171 8. 

COULD  I  with  thee,  O  Thornlii)!,  bear  a  part. 
And  join  the  Poet's  with  the  Painter's  art, 
(Though  both  ftiare  mutually  each  common  name. 
Their  thoughts,  their  genius  and  defign  the  fame  1 ) 
The  Mufc,  with  features  neither  weal:  nor  faint, 
bhould  draw  her  filler-art  in  fpcaking  paint. 
But  while  admiring  thine  and  nature's  ftrifc, 
I  fee  each  touch  jull  ftarting  into  life. 
From  fide  to  fide  with  various  raptures  toll. 
Amid  the  vifionary  fcenes  I'm  lolt. 

Methinks  as  thrown  upon  fome  fiiry  land, 
Amaz'd  we  know  not  how,  nor  where  we  Hand ; 
While  Gripping  phantoms  to  the  fight  advance. 
And  gay  ideas  lead  the  mazy  dance : 
While  wondering  v/e  behold  in  every  part 
The  beauteous  fcenes  of  thy  creating  art. 

By  fuch  degrees  thy  colours  rife  and  fall. 
And  breathing  flufh  the  animated  wall ; 
Thfit  the  bright  objects  which  our  eyes  fur\'ey, 
Ravifh  the  mind,  and  Aeal  tlie  foul  away ; 
Oiir  footfteps  by  fome  fecret  power  are  croll. 
And  in  the  painter  al!  the  bard  is  lolt. 
■.    Thus  in  a  magic  ring  vvc  ftand  confin'd 
While  fubilc  fpells  the  fatal  circle  bind ; 

In 
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In  vain  we  ftiive  and  labour  to  depart, 
Fix'd  by  the  charms  of  that  myfterious  art ; 
In  vain  the  paths  and  avenues  we  trace. 
While  fpirits  guard  and  fortify  the  place. 

How  could  my  ftretch'd  imagination  fwell. 
And  on  each  regular  proportion  dwell ! 
While  thy  fwift  art  unravels  nature's  maze. 
And  imitates  her  works,  and  treads  her  \\'ays. 
Nature  with  wonder  fees  herfelf  out-done. 
And  claims  thy  fair  creation  for  her  own ; 
Thy  figures  in  fuch  lively  ftrokes  excel. 
They  give  thofe  paffions  which  they  feem  to  feeL 
Each  various  feature  feme  ftrong  impulfe  bears. 
Wraps  us  in  joy,  or  melts  us  all  to  tears. 
Each  piece  with  fuch  tranfcendent  art  is  wrought. 
That  we  could  almofl  fay  thy  piftures  thought  j 
When  we  behold  thee  conquer  in  the  ftrife. 
And  llrike  the  kindling  figures  into  life. 
Which  does  from  thy  creating  pencil  pafs. 
Warm  the  dull  matter,  and  infpire  the  mafs ; 
As  fam'd  Prometheus'  wand  convey'd  the  ray 
Of  heavenly  fire  to  animate  his  clay. 

How  the  juft  ftrokes  in  harmony  unite  ! 
How  fhades  and  darknefs  recommend  the  light '. 
No  lineaments  unequally  furprize ; 
The  beauties  regularly  fall  and  rife. 
Loft  in  each  other  we  in  vain  purfue 
The  fleeting  lines  that  cheat  our  wearied  view. 
Nor  know  we  how  their  fubtle  courfes  run. 
Nor  where  this  ended,  nor  where  that  begun. 

Vol.  Lll.  D  Nor 
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Nor  where  the  fliades  their  utmoft  bounds  difpla}'. 
Or  the  liglit  fades  infenfibly  away  ; 
But  all  harmonioufly  confus'd  we  fee. 
While  all  the  fweet  varieties  agree. 

Thus  wlien  tlie  organ's  folemn  airs  afpire. 
The  blended  mufic  wings  our  thoughts  with  fire  ; 
Here  warbling  notes  in  whifpering  breezes  figh. 
But  in  their  birth  the  tender  accents  die  ; 
While  thence  the  bolder  notes  exulting  come. 
Swell  as  they  fly,  and  bound  along  the  dome. 
With  tranfport  fir'd,  each  loft  in  each  we  hear. 
And  all  the  foul  is  center'd  in  the  ear. 

Sec  firft  the  fenate  of  the  Gods  above, 
Frequent  and  full  amid  the  courts  of  Jove : 
Behold  the  radiant  confiftory  Ihine, 
With  features,  airs,  and  lineaments  divine. 
Hermes  difpatch'd  from  the  bright  council  flies. 
And  cleaves  with  all  his  wings  the  liquid  fkies. 
In  many  a  whirl  and  rapid  circle  driven 
So  fwift,  he  feems  at  once  in  earth  and  heaven. 
Oh  !  with  what  energy  !  what  noble  force 
Of  ftrongeft  colours  you  defcribc  his  courfe  ? 
Till  the  fwift  God  tlie  Phrygian  fhepherd  found 
Compos'd  for  fleep,  and  ftretch'd  along  the  ground. 
He  brings  the  blooming  gold,  the  fatal  prize. 
The  bright  reward  of  Cytherea's  eye:. 
The  confcious  earth  the  awful  fignal  take?;. 
Without  a  wind  the  quivering  foreft  fhakes  ; 
Tall  Ida  bows ;  th'  unwieldy  mountains  nod ; 
And  all  confefs  the  prefcnce  of  the  God. 

Like 
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Like  Ihooting  meteors,  gliding  from  above. 
See  the  proud  confort  of  the  thundering  Jove, 
War's  glorious  goddefs,  and  the  queen  of  love ; 
Arm'd  in   their  naked  charms,  the  Phrygian  boy 
Regards  tliofe  charms  with  mingled  fear  and  joy. 
Kere  Juno  ftands  with  an  imperial  mein. 
At  once  confell  a  goddefs  and  a  queen. 
Her  cheeks  a  fcornful  indignadon  warms. 
Blots  out  her  fmiles,  as  confcious  of  her  charms. 
But  Venus  fhines  in  milder  beauties  there. 
And  every  grace  adorns  the  blooming  fair. 
While,  confcious  of  her  charms,  flie  feems  to  rife. 
Claims,  and  already  grafps  in  hope  the  prize ; 
Beauteous,  as  when  immortal  Phidias  Ilrove 
From  Parian  rocks  to  carve  the  Queen  of  Love : 
Each  grace  obey'd  the  fummons  of  his  art. 
And  a  new  beauty  fprung  from  every  part. 
In  all  the  terrors  of  her  beauty  bright,  -y 

Fair  Pallas  awes  and  charins  the  Trojan's  fight,  > 

And  gives  fucceffive  reverence  and  delight.  J 

Nor  thrones,  nor  vidlories,  his  foul  can  move ; 
Crowns,  arms,  and  triumphs,  what  are  you  to  love  r 
Too  foon  refign'd  to  Venus,  they  behold 
The  glittering  ball  of  vegetable  gold. 
While  Jove's  proud  confort  thrown  from  her  defires, 
Inflam'd  with  rage  malicioufly  retires ; 
Already  kindles  her  immortal  hate. 
Already  labours  with  the  Trojan  fate. 
While  a  new  tranfport  flufh'd  the  blooming  boy, 
Helen  he  feems  already  to  enjoy. 
And  feeds  the  flame  that  muft  confume  his  Troy 
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Another  fcene  our  wondering  fight  recalls ; 
The  fair  adulterefs  leaves  her  naiive  walls : 
Her  cheeks  are  ftain'd  with  mingled  fhame  and  joy ; 
Lull'd  on  the  bofom  of  the  Phrygian  boy. 
To  the  loud  deeps  he  bears  his  charming  fpoufe. 
Freed  from  her  lord,  and  from  her  former  vows. 
On  their  foft  wings  the  whifpering  zephyrs  play. 
The  breezes  /kim  along  the  dimpled  fea : 
The  wanton  Loves  diredl  the  gentle  gales. 
Sport  in  the  fhrowds,  and  flutter  in  the  fails. 
While  her  twin-brothers  *  with  a  gracious  ray 
Point  out  her  courfe  along  the  watery  way. 

Th'  exalted  ftrokes  fo  delicately  Ihine, 
All  fo  confpire  to  pufli  the  bold  defign  ; 
That  in  each  fprightly  feature  we  may  find 
The  great  ideas  of  the  matter's  mind. 
As  the  ftrong  colours  faithfully  unite. 
Mellow  to  fhade,  and  ripen  into  light. 
Let  others  form  with  care  the  ruddy  mafs. 
And  torture  into  life  the  running  brafs. 
With  potent  art  the  breathing  ftatue  mould. 
Shape  and  infpire  the  animated  gold  ; 
Let  others  fenfe  to  Parian  marges  give. 
Bid  the  rocks  leap  to  form,  and  learn  to  live  ; 
Still  be  it  thine,  O  Thornhill,  to  unite 
The  pleafing  difcord  of  the  ihade  and  light ; 
To  vanquifli  nature  in  the  generous  ftrife. 
And  touch  the  glowing  features  into  life. 

•  Caftor  and  Pollux. 

Bat 
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But,  Thomhill,  would  thy  noble  foul  impart 
One  lalHng  inftance  of  thy  godlike  art 
To  future  times ;  and  in  thy  fame  engage 
The  praife  of  this  and  every  diltant  age  j 
To  rtretch  that  art  as  far  as  it  can  go. 
Draw  the  triumphant  chief,  and  vanquifh'd  fed  : 
In  his  own  dome,  amid  the  fpacious  walls. 
Draw  the  deep  fquadrons  of  the  routed  Gauls ; 
Their  ravifh'd  banners,  and  their  arms  refign'd, 
While  the  brave  hero  thunders  from  behind  ; 
Pours  on  their  front,  or  hangs  upon  their  rear  ; 
Fights,  leads,  commands,  and  animates  the  war. 
Let  his  ftrong  courfer  champ  his  golden  chain. 
And  proudly  paw  th'  imaginary  plain. 
To  Aghrim's  bloody  wreaths  let  Crefll  yield. 
With  the  fair  laurels  of  Ramillia's  field. 

Next,  on  the  fea  the  daring  hero  fhow. 
To  chear  his  friends,  and  terrify  the  foe. 
Lo '.  the  great  chief  to  famiih'd  thoufands  bears, 
The  food  of  armies,  and  fupport  of  wars. 
The  Britons  rufh'd  with  native  virtue  frr'd. 
And  quell'd  the  foe,  or  glorioufly  expir'd ; 
Plunging  through  flames  and  floods,  their  valour  broke 
O'er  the  rang'd  cannon,  and  a  night  of  fmoke. 
Through  the  wedg'd  legions  urg'd  their  noble  toll. 
To  fpend  their  thunder  on  the  towers  of  Lifle ; 
While  by  his  deeds  their  courage  he  infpires. 
And  wakes  in  every  breall  the  fleeping  fires. 
Thus  the  whole  feries  of  his  labours  join, 
Stretch'd  from  the  Belgick  ocean  to  the  Boyne. 

D  3  '  Then 
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Then  glorious  in  retreat  the  chief  may  read 
Th'  immortal  aftions  of  the  noble  dead  ; 
And  in  recording  colours,  with  delight. 
Review  lus  conquefts,  and  enjoy  the  fight ; 
See  hisx)\vn  deeds  on  each  ennobled  plain  ; 
While  fancy  afts  his  triumphs  o'er  again. 

Thus  on  the  Tyrian  walls  ^^ncas  read, 
How  ftern  Achilles  rag'd,  and  Heftor  bled ; 
But  half  unflieath'd  his  fword,  and  grip'd  his  (hield. 
When  he  amidil  the  fcene  himfelf  beheld. 
Thundering  on  Simcis'  banks,  or  battling  in  the  field. 
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NOW  Jove's  command  fulfill'd,  the  Ton  of  May 
Quits  the  black  fhades,  and  flowly  mounts  to  day. 
For  lazy  clouds  in  gloomy  barriers  rife, 
Gbftru»5l  the  God,  and  intercept  the  fkies ; 
No  Zephyrs  here  their  airy  pinions  move, 
1^0  fpeed  liis  progrefs  to  the  realms  above. 
Scarce  can  he  fleer  his  dark  laborious  flight. 
Left  and  encumber'd  in  the  damps  of  night ; 
There  roaring  tides  of  iire  his  coiufe  withftood. 
Here  Styx  in  nine  wide  circles  rcll'd  his  flood. 
Behind  old  Laius  trod  th'  infernal  ground. 
Trembling  wiUi  age,  and  tardy  from  his  «'Ound  : 

(For 
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(For  all  his  force  his  furious  fon  apply 'd. 
And  plung'd  the  guilty  faulchion  in  Iiis  fide.) 
Propt  and  lupported  by  the  healing  rod. 
The  Ihade  purfued  the  footfteps  of  the  God. 
The  groves  that  never  bloom  ;  the  Stygian  coafls. 
The  houfe  of  woe ;  the  manfions  of  the  ghoils . 
Earth  too  admires  to  fee  the  ground  give  way. 
And  gild  hell's  horrors  with  the  gleams  of  day. 

But  not  with  Hfe  repining  Envy  fled. 
She  lliil  reigns  there,  and  lives  among  the  dead. 
One  from  this  crowd  exc'.aim'd  (whofe  lawlefs  will 
Inur'd  to  crimes,  and  exercis'd  in  ill. 
Taught  his  prepolterous  joys  from  pains  to  flow. 
And  never  triumph'd,  but  in  fcenes  of  woe) 
Go  to  thy  province  in  the  realms  above, 
Call'd  by  the  Furies  or  the  will  of  Jove  : 
Or  drawn  by  magic  force  or  myftic  fpell. 
Rife,  and  purge  ofi^  the  footy  gloom  of  hell. 
Go,  fee  the  fun,  and  whiten  in  his  beams. 
Or  haunt  the  flowery  fields  and  lim.pid  ftreams. 
With  woes  redoubled  to  return  again. 
When  tliy  paft  pleafures  fliall  enhance  thy  pain. 

Nov/  by  the  Stygian  dog  they  bent  their  way  ; 
Stretch'd  in  his  den  the  dreadful  monfter  lay ; 
But  lay  not  long,  for,  ftartling  at  the  found. 
Head  above  head  he  rifes  from  the  ground. 
From  their  clofe  folds  his  llarting  ferpents  break. 
And  curl  in  horrid  circles  round  his  neck. 
This  faw  the  God,  and,  ftretching  forth  his  hand, 
LuirJ  the  grim  monfter  with  his  potent  wand  ; 

D  4  Through 
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Through  his  vafl  bulk  the  gliding  flumbers  creep. 
And  feal  down  all  his  glaring  eyes  in  fleep. 
There  lies  a  place  in  Greece  well  known  to  fame. 
Through  all  her  realnas,  and  Ta;narus  the  name. 
Where  from  the  fea  the  tops  of  Malea  rife. 
Beyond  the  ken  of  mortals,  to  the  fkics : 
Proud  in  his  litight  he  calmly  he.irs  below 
The  diflant  winds  in  hollow  murmurs  blow. 
Here  flecp  the  llorms  when  weary 'd  and  opprcft. 
And  o.n  his  head  the  drowfy  planets  reft  : 
There  in  blue  mifts  his  rocky  fides  he  flirouds. 
And  here  the  towering  mountain  props  the  clouds  ; 
Above  his  awful  brow  no  bird  can  fly. 
And  far  beneath  the  muttering  thunders  di^. 
NVhen  down  the  fteep  of  heaven  the  day  defcends, 
The  fun  fo  wide  his  floating  bound  extends. 
That  o'er  the  deeps  the  mountain  hangs  difplay'd. 
And  covers  half  the  ocean  with  his  Ihade : 
Where  the  Tx'narian  ihores  oppofe  the  fea. 
The  land  retreats,  and  winds  into  a  bay. 
Here  for  repcie  impcrbl  Neptune  leads, 
Tir'd  from  th'  yEgean  floods,  his  fmoaking  Heeds ; 
With  their  broad  hoofs  they  fcoop  the  beach  av.'ay. 
Their  finny  train  rolls  back,  and  floats  along  the  fea. 
Here  fame  reports  th'  uubody'd  fhadcs  to  go 
Through  this  wide  pi'JTage  to  the  realms  below. 
From  hence  the  peafants  (as  th'  Arcadians  tell) 
Hear  all  the  cries>  and  groans,  and  din  of  hell. 
Oft,  as  her  fcourgc  of  fnakes  the  fury  plies, 
1 'he  piercing  echoes  mount  the  dillant  (kks  ; 

Scar'd 
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Scar'd  at  the  porter's  triple  roar,  the  fwains 
Have  fled  alloiiifh'd,  and  forfook  the  plains. 

From  hence  emergent  in  a  mantling  cloud 
Sprung  to  his  native  fkies  the  winged  God. 
Swift  from  his  face  before  th'  ethereal  ray. 
Flew  all  the  black  Tartarean  ftains  away. 
And  the  dark  Stygian  gloom  refin'd  to  day. 
O'er  towns  and  realms  he  held  his  progrefs  on. 
Now  wing'd  the  fkies  where  bright  Ardlurus  fhone 
And  now  the  filent  empire  of  the  moon. 
The  power  of  fleep,  who  met  his  radiant  flight. 
And  drove  the  folemn  chariot  of  the  night, 
Rofe  with  refpect,  and  from  th'  empyreal  road 
Turn'd  his  pale  itecds,  im  reverence  to  the  God. 
The  lliade  beneath  purfaes  his  courfe,  and  fpies 
The  well-known  planets,  and  congenial  fkies. 
Kis  eyes  from  far,  tall  Cyrrha's  heights  explore,. 
And  Phocian  fields  polluted  with  his  gore. 
At  length  to  Thebes  he  came,  and  with  a  groan 
Survey'd  the  guilty  palace  once  his  own ; 
Vv'ith  awful  filence  llalk'd  before  the  gate. 
But  when  he  faw  the  trophies  of  his  fate. 
High  on  a  column  rais'd  againlT:  the  door. 
And  his  rich  chariot  lliil  deform'd  with  gore. 
He  ftarts  with  horror  back  ;  ev'n  Jove's  command 
Could  fcarce  control  him,  nor  the  vital  wand. 

'Twas  now  the  folemn  day ;  when  Jove,  array'd 
In  all  his  thunders,  grafp'd  the  Theban  maid ; 
Then  took  from  blailied  Semclc  her  load,    . 
And  in  himfelf  conceiv'd  the  future  God. 

For 
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For  this  the  Thebans  revel'd  in  delight. 
And  gave  to  play  and  luxury  the  night ; 
A  national  debauch  !  confus'd  they  lie 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  fields,  their  canopy  the  iky. 
The  fprightly  trumpets  found,  the  timbrels  play, 
And  wake  with  fac:ed  harmony  the  day. 
The  matron's  breaft  the  gracious  power  infpires 
With  milder  raptures,  and  with  fofter  fires. 
So  the  Bifloman  race,  a  madding  train. 
Exult  and  revel  on  the  Thracian  plain ; 
With  milk  their  bloody  banquets  they  allay. 
Or  from  the  lion  rend  his  panting  prey ; 
On  fome  abandon'd  favagc  fiercely  fly. 
Seize,  tear,  devour,  and  chink  it  luxury. 
But  if  the  rifing  fumes  of  wine  confpire 
To  warm  their  rage,  and  fan  the  brutal  fire. 
Then  fcenes  .of  horror  are  their  dear  delight. 
They  whirl  the  goblets,  and  provoke  tlie  fight : 
Then  on  the  flain  the  revel  is  renew'd 
And  all  the  horrid  banquet  floats  in  blood. 

And  now  tl;e  winged  Hermes  from  on  high 
Shot  in  deep  filence  from  the  dufky  iTcy ; 
Then  hover'd  o'er  the  Theban  tyrai^t's  head. 
As  ftretch'd  at  cafe  he  preft  his  gorgeous  bed  ; 
Where  labour'd  tapeilry  from  fide  to  fide, 
Glow'd  with  rich  figures,  and  Afi}rian  pride. 
Oh  !  the  precarious  terms  of  human  ftate  ! 
How  blind  is  man  !  how  thoughtlcfs  of  his  fate  ! 
See  !  through  his  limbs  the  dews  of  flumber  creep. 
Sunk  as  ho  lies,  in  luxury  and  fleep. 

I  The 
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The  reverend  fliade  commifiion'd  from  above, 

H.ftes  to  fulfill  the  high  behefts  of  Jove : 

Like  blind  Tirefias  to  the  bed  he  came. 

In  form,  in  habit,  and  in  voice  the  fame. 

Pale,  as  before,  the  phantom  ftill  appcar'd, 

Down  his  wan  bofom  flow'd  a  length  of  beard ; 

His  head  an  imitated  fillet  wore. 

His  hand  a  wreath  of  peaceful  oHve  bore  : 

With  this  he  touch'd  the  Heeping  monarch's  breaft. 

And  in  his  own,  the  voice  of  fate,  expreft. 

Then  canft  thou  fleep,  to  thoughtlefs  reft  refign'd  * 
And  drive  thy  brother's  image  from  tiiy  mind  ? 
Yon  gathering  ftorm  demands  thy  timely  care. 
See  !  how  it  rolls  tliis  way  the  tide  of  war. 
\'i'hen  o'er  the  feas  the  fweeping  whirlwinds  fly. 
And  roar  from  every  quarter  of  the  fl:y  ; 
The  pilot,  in  defpair  the  fhip  to  fave. 
Gives  up  the  helm,  a  fport  to  every  wave  : 
Such  is  thy  error,  and  thy  fate  the  fame 
(For  knov.',  I  fpeak  the  common  voice  of  fame). 
Proud  in  his  new  alliances,  from  far 
Againft  thy  realm  he  m.editates  the  war ; 
Big  with  ambitious  hopes  to  reign  alone. 
And  Avell  unrival'd  on  the  Theban  throne. 
New  figns  and  fatal  prodigies  infpire 
His  mad  ambition,  with  his  boafted  fire  j 
And  Argos'  ample  realms  in  dower  beftow'd. 
And  Tydeus  reeking  from  his  brother's  blood. 
League  and  confpire  to  raife  him  to  the  tlirone. 
Arid  make  his  tedious  banifhment  thy  own. 

For 
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For  this,  with  pity  touch'd.  Almighty  Jove, 
The  fire  of  Gods,  difpatch'd  me  from  above. 
Be  iHll  a  monarch  ;  let  him  fwell  in  vain 
With  a  gay  profpefl  of  a  fancy'd  reign  : 
Still  let  him  hope  by  fraud,  or  by  the  fword. 
To  humble  Thebes  beneath  a  foreign  lord. 

Thus  the  majeltic  ghoft  ;  but  ere  he  fled. 
He  pluck'd  the  wreaths  and  fillets  from  his  head. 
For  now  the  fickening  ftars  were  chac'd  away. 
And  heaven's  immortal  courfcrs  breath 'd  the  day. 
Awful  to  fight  confeft  the  grandfire  flood. 
Bared  his  wide  wound,  and  all  his  bofom  flio'.v'd. 
Then  dafh'd  the  fleeping  monarch  with  his  blood. 

With  a  diilrafted  air,  and  fudden  fpring. 
Starts  from  his  broken  flcep  the  trembling  king. 
Shakes  ofFamaz'd  th'  imaginary  gore. 
While  fancy  paints  the  fcene  he  faw  before  : 
Deep  in  his  foul  his  grandfire's  image  v/rought. 
And  all  his  brother  rofe  in  every  thought. 

So  while  the  toils  are  fprcad,  and  from  behind 
The  hunter's  fhouts  come  thickening  in  the  wind ; 
The  tiger  ftarts  from  fleep  the  war  to  wage, 
Colledls  his  powers,  and  roufes  all  his  rage  : 
Sternly  he  grinds  his  fangs,  he  weighs  his  might, 
And  whets  his  dreadful  talons  for  the  fight ; 
Then  to  his  young  he  bears  his  foe  av/ay. 
His  foe,  at  oncp-the  chacer  and  the  prey. 
Thus  on  his  brother  he  in  every  thought, 
Wiiged  future  v/ars,  arid  battles  yet  unfought. 


On 
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On  the  Death  of  a  Young  Gentleman. 

WITH  joy,  blell:  youth,  we  faw  thee  reach  thy 
goal ; 
Fair  was  thy  frame,  and  beautiful  thy  foul ; 
The  Graces  and  the  Mufes  cime  combin'd, 
Thefe  to  adorn  the  body,  thofe  the  mind  j 
'Twas  there  we  faw  tlie  fofteft  manners  meet. 
Truth,  fweetnefs,  judgment,  innocence,  and  wit. 
So  form'd,  he  flew  his  race ;  'twas  quickly  won ; 
'Twas  but  a  ftep,  and  finifh'd  when  begun. 
Nature  herfelf  furpriz'd  would  add  no  more. 
His  life  compleat  in  all  its  parts  before  ; 
But  his  few  years  with  pleafing  wonder  told. 
By  virtues,  not  by  days  ;  and  thought  him  oldT.  ;: 

So  far  beyond  his  age  thofe  virtues  ran. 
That  in  a  boy  Ihe  found  him  more  than  man. 
For  years  let  wretches  importune  the  ikies. 
Till,  at  the  long  expence  of  anguifh  wife. 
They  live,  to  count  their  days  by  miferies. 
Thofe  win  the  prize,  who  fooneft  run  the  race. 
And  life  burns  brightefl  in  the  fliorteil  fpace. 
So  to  the  convex-glafs  embody 'd  run. 
Drawn  to  a  point  the  glories  of  the  fun  ; 
At  once  the  gathering  beams  intenfely  glow. 
And  through  the  llreighten'd  circle  fiercely  flow : 
In  one  ftrong  flame  confpire  the  blended  rays. 
Run  to  a  fire,  and  croud  into  a  blaze. 

CHRIST'S 
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C  PI  R  I  S  T  '  s     PASSION, 

From  a  Greek   Ode  of  Mn  Master's,   formerly 
cf  New  College. 

An       ode. 

■  O  more  of  earthly  fubjei5ts  fmg, 
To  heaven,  my  Mufe,  afpire  ; 
To  raife  the  fong,  charge  every  ftring, 

And  {trike  the  living  lyre. 
Begin  J  in  lofty  numbers  Ihow 
Th'  Eternal  King's  unfathom'd  love. 
Who  reigns  the  fovcreign  God  above. 
And  iuffers  on  the  crofs  below. 
Prodigious  pile  of  wonders  !  rais'd  too  high 
For  the  dim  ken  of  frail  mortality. 

What  numbers  fhall  I  bring  along  ! 
From  whence  fhall  I  begin  the  fong  ? 
The  mighty  myftery  I'll  fmg  infpir'd 
Beyond  the  reach  of  human  wifdom  wrought. 
Beyond  the  compafs  of  an  angel's  thought. 
How  by  the  rage  of  man  his  God  expir'd. 
I'll  make  the  tracklefs  depths  of  mercy  known. 
How  to  redeem  his  foe  God  rendcr'd  up  his  Son ; 
I'll  raife  my  voice  to  tell  mankind 
The  vidor's  conqneft  o'er  iiis  doom. 

How 
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How  in  the  grave  he  lay  confin'd. 
To  feal  more  fure  the  ravenous  tcmb. 
Three  days  th'  infernal  empire  to  fubdue. 
He  pafs'd  triumphant  through  the  coalis  of  woe  ; 
With  his  ov%'n  dart  the  tyrant  Deatli  he  flew. 
And  led  hell  captive  through  her  realms  below. 

A  mingled  found  from  Calvary  I  hear. 
And  the  loud  tumult  thickens  on  miy  ear. 
The  Ihouts  of  murderers  that  infult  the  flain. 
The  voice  of  torment  and  the  Ihrieks  of  pain. 

I  caft  my  eyes  v\ath  horror  up 
To  the  curil  mountain's  guilty  top  ; 
See  there  !  whom  hanging  in  the  midll  I  view  ! 

Ah  !  how  unlike  the  other  two  ! 

I  fee  him  high  above  his  foes. 

And  gently  bending  from  the  wood 

His  head  in  pity  down  to  thofe, 

Whofe  guilt  conipires  to  fhed  his  blood. 
His  wide-extended  arms  I  fee, 

Transfix'd  witli  nails,  and  faften'd  to  the  tree, 

Man  !  fenfelefs  man  !  canft  thou  leak  on  ? 
Nor  make  thy  Saviour's  pains  thy  own. 
The  rage  of  all  thy  grief  exert. 
Rend  thy  garments  and  thy  heart : 
Beat  thy  breaft,  and  grovel  low. 
Beneath  the  burden  of  thy  woe  ; 
Bleed  through  thy  bowels,  tear  thy  hairs. 
Breathe  gales  cf  fighs,  and  weep  a  Seed  of  tears. 

Behold 
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Beheld  thy  king  with  purple  cover'd  round. 
Not  in  the  Ty''^'^"  tintftures  dy'd. 

Nor  dipt  in  poiion  of  Sidonian  pride. 
But  in  his  own  rich  blood  that  llreams  from  every  wound . 

Dofl:  thou  not  fee  the  thorny  circle  red  ? 
The  gul'ty  wreath  tliat  bluflies  round  his  head  ? 
And  with  what  rage  the  bloody  fcourge  apply'd. 
Curls  round  his  limbs,  and  ploughs  into  his  fide  ? 

At  fuch  a  fight  let  all  thy  anguifti  rife. 
Break  up,  break  up  the  fountains  of  thy  eyes. 
Here  bid  thy  tears  in  gufliing  torrents  flow. 
Indulge  thy  grief,  and  give  a  loofe  to  woe. 
Weep  from  thy  foul,  till  earth  be  drown'd. 
Weep,  till  thy  forrows  drench  the  ground. 
Cauft  thou,  ungrateful  man  !  his  torments  fee. 
Nor  drop  a  tear  for  him,  who  pours  his  blood  for  thee  ? 

On    the    KING'S    RETURN, 
In  the  Year   1720. 

RETURN,  aufpicious  prince,  again. 
Nor  let  Britannia  mourn  in  vain  ; 
Too  long,  too  long,  has  flie  deplor'd 
Her  abfent  father  and  her  lord. 

To  bend  her  gracious  monarch's  mind, 
She  fends  iier  fighs  in  every  wind  : 
Can  Britain's  prayer  be  thrown  afide  ? 
And  that  the  iirft  he  e'er  deny'd  I 

Yet, 
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Yet,  mighty  prince>  vouchfafe  to  fmile. 
Return  and  blefs  our  longing  ifle  ; 
Though  fond  Gcrmania  begs  thy  ftay. 
And  courts  thee  from  our  eyes  away. 

Though  Belgia  would  our  king  detain. 
We  know  fhe  begs  and  pleads  in  vain ; 
We  know  our  gracious  king  prefers 
Britania's  happinefs  to  her's. 

And  lo  !  to  fave  us  from  defpair. 
At  length  he  liftens  to  our  prayer. 
Dejeifted  Albion's  vows  he  hears. 
And  haftes  to  dry  her  falling  tears. 

He  hears  his  anxious  people  pray. 
And  loudly  call  their  king  away. 
Once  more  their  longing  eyes  to  blefs. 
And  guard  their  freedom  and  their  peace. 

They  know,  while  Brunfwick  fills  the  throne. 
The  feafons  glide  with  pleafure  on  ; 
The  Bfitiih  funs  improve  their  rays. 
Adorn,  and  beautify  the  days. 

But  fee  the  royal  veflel  flies, 
LelTening  to  Belgia's  weeping  eyes  : 
She  proudly  faiL  for  Albion's  flicres. 
Guard  her,  ye  Gods,  with  all  your  powers. 

O  fea,  bid  every  \va.ve  fubfide. 
And  teach  allegiance  to  thy  tide  ; 
Thy  billows  in  fubjedion  keep. 
And  own  the  monarch  of  the  deep. 
Vol.  HI.  E  Old 
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Old  Thames  can  fcarce  his  joy  fuftain. 
But  runs  down  headlong  to  the  main. 
His  mighty  maltcr  to  defcry, 
And  leaves  his  fpacious  channel  dr\'. 

Augufta's  fons  from  either  hand 
Pour  forth,  and  darken  all  the  ftrand  ; 
Their  eyes  purfue  the  royal  barge. 
Which  now  refigns  her  facred  charge. 

Th'  unruly  tranfport  fhakes  the  fhore. 
And  drowns  the  feeble  cannon's  roar  ; 
The  nations  in  the  fight  rejoice. 
And  fend  their  fouls  in  every  voice. 

But  now  amidfl:  the  loud  applaufe. 
With  fhame  the  confcious  Mufe  withdraws  ; 
Nor  can  her  voice  be  heard  amidft  the  throng. 
The  theme  fo  lofty,  and  fo  low  the  fong. 

On     the     mas  Q_U  E  R  A  D  E  S. 

"  Si  Natura  negat,  facit  indignatlo  verfum." 
ELL — we  have  reach'd  the  precipice  at  lall 


YV 


The  prefent  age  of  vice  obfcures  the  paiL 
Our  dull  forefathers  were  content  to  ftay. 
Nor  fm'd,  till  nature  pointed  out  the  way  : 
No  arts  they  praftis'd  to  forellall  delight,  ^ 

But  ftop'd,  to  wait  the  calls  of  appetite. 
Their  tcp-dcbauches  v/ere  at  bill:  precife. 
An  unimprov'd  fimplicity  of  vice. 

But 
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But  this  blell  age  has  found  a  fairer  road, 
And  left  the  paths  their  anceftors  had  trod. 
Nav,  we  could  wear  (our  tafte  fo  very  nice  is) 
Their  old  call-fafhions  fooner  than  their  vices. 
Whoring  till  now  a  common  trade  has  been. 
But  mafquerades  refine  upon  the  fin  : 
An  higher  tafle  to  wickednefs  impart. 
And  lecond  nature  with  the  helps  of  art. 
New  ways  and  means  to  pleafure  we  devife. 
Since  pleafure  looks  the  lovelier  in  difguife. 
The  ilealth  and  frolick  give  a  fmarter  gull. 
Add  wit  to  vice,  and  eloquence  to  luft. 

In  vain,  the  modilh  evil  to  redrefs. 
At  once  confpire  the  pulpit  and  the  prefs  : 
Our  priefts  and  poets  preach  and  write  in  vain  ; 
All  fatyr's  loll  both  facred  and  profane. 
So  many  various  changes  to  impart. 
Would  tire  an  0\id's  or  a  Proteus'  art; 
Where  loft  in  one  proraifcuous  wliim  we  fee. 
Sex,  age,  conditicn,  quality,  degree. 
Where  the  facetious  crowd,  themfelves  lay  down. 
And  take  up  every  perfon  but  their  own. 
Fools,  dukes,  rakes,  cardinals,  fops,  Indian  queens. 
Belles  in  tye-wigs,  and  lords  in  harlequins  ; 
Troops  of  right-honourable  porters  come. 
And  garter'd  finall. coal-merchants  crowd  the  room  t 
Valets  adorn'd  with  coronets  appear. 
Lacqueys  of  Hate,  and  footmen  with  a  liar : 
Sailors  of  quality  with  judges  mix. 
And  chimney-fweepers  drive  their  coach  and  fix- 

E  2  Statefmen 
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Statefmen  fo  us'd  at  court  the  mafk  to  wear. 
With  lefs  difguife  aflume  the  vizor  here. 
Officious  Heydeggcr  deceives  our  eyes. 
For  his  own  perion  is  his  bell  difguife  : 
And  half  the  reigning  toafts  of  equal  grace, 
Trult  to  the  natural  vizor  of  the  face. 
Idiots  turn  conjurers ;  and  courtiers  clowns  ; 
And  fultans  drop  their  handkerchiefs  to  nuns. 
Starch'd  quakcrs  glare  in  furbelows  and  filk  ; 
Beaux  deal  in  fprats,  and  dutchefies  cry  milk. 

But  guard  thy  fancy,  Mufe,  nor  ftain  thy  pen 
With  the  lewd  joys  of  this  fantaftic  fcene ; 
Where  fexes  blend  in  one  confus'd  intrigue. 
Where  the  girls  ravifli,  and  the  men  grow  b'g : 
Nor  credit  what  the  idle  world  has  faid. 
Of  lawyers  forc'd,  and  judges  brought  to  bed  : 
Or  that  to  belles  their  brothers  breathe  their  vow;, 
Or  hufbands  through  miftake  gallant  a  fpoufe. 
Such  dire  difafters,  and  a  numerous  throng 
Of  like  enormities,  require  the  fong  : 
But  the  chafte  Mufe,  with  blulhes  cover'd  o'er. 
Retires  confus'd,  and  will  reveal  no  more. 

On      a      SHADOW. 
An       ode. 

HOW  are  deluded  human  kind 
By  empty  fliows  bctray'd  ? 
Jn  all  their  hopes  and  fchemes  they  find 
A  nothing  or  a  Ihaie. 


The 
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The  profpeifb  of  a  truncheon  caft 

The  foldier  on  the  wars ; 
Difmift  with  fhatter'd  limbs  at  laft. 

Brats,  poverty,  and  fears. 

The  fond  philofophers  for  gain 

Will  leave  unturn'd  no  Hone  ; 
But  though  they  toll  with  endlefs  pain. 

They  never  find  their  own. 

By  the  fame  rock  the  chemifts  drown. 

And  find  no  friendly  hold, 
But  melt  their  ready  fpecie  down. 

In  hopes  of  fancy'd  gold. 

What  is  the  mad  projeclor's  care  ? 

In  hopes  elate  and  fwelling. 
He  builds  his  caftles  in  the  air. 

Yet  wants  an  houfe  to  dwell  in. 

At  court  the  poor  dependants  fail. 

And  damn  their  fruitlefs  toil. 
When  complimented  thence  to  jail. 

And  ruind  with  a  fmile. 

Hovv'  to  philofophers  v/iil  found 

So  ftrange  a  truth  difplay'd  ? 
•*  There's  not  a  fubilance  to  be  found, 

**  But  every  where  a  fhade." 


E3  To 
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To   CiELIA    PLAYING    ON    A    LUTE. 

An       ode. 

WHILE  Cxlia's  hands  fly  fwifrly  o'er. 
And  Ilrike  this  foft  machine. 
Her  toucli  awakes  the  fprings,  and  life 
Of  harmony  within. 

Sweetly  they  fmk  into  the  firings. 

The  quivering  ftrings  rebound. 
Each  ftroke  obfcquioufly  obey. 

And  tremble  into  found. 

Oh  !  had  you  bleft  the  years  of  old ; 

His  lute  had  Ovid  ftrung. 
And  dwelt  on  yours,  the  charming  theme 

Of  his  immortal  fong. 

Your's,  with  Arion's  wondrous  harp. 

The  bard  had  hung  on  high  ; 
And  on  the  new-born  flar  beftow'd 

The  honours  of  the  ficy. 

The  radiant  fphcres  had  ccas'd  their  tunes, 

And  danc'J  in  filence  on, 
Pleas'd  the  new  harmony  to  hear. 

More  heavenly  than  their  own. 

Of  old  to  raife  one  fliade  from  hell. 

To  Orpheus  was  it  given  : 
But  every  tune  of  yours  calls  down 

An  angel  from  liis  heaven. 


To 
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Tothe  Unknown  Author  of  the  Battle  of  the  Sexes. 

TH  E  theme  in  other  works,  for  every  part. 
Supplies  materials  to  the  builder's  art : 
To  build  from  matter,  is  fublimely  great. 
But  Gods  and  Poets  only  can  create; 
And  fuch  are  you ;  their  privilege  you  claim. 
To  fhow  your  wonders,  but  conceal  your  name. 

Like  fome  eftablifh'd  king,  without  control. 
You  take  a  general  progrefs  through  the  foul ; 
Survey  each  part,  examine  every  fide. 
Where  (he's  fecure,  and  where  unfortify'd. 
In  faithful  hues  her  hiftory  declare. 
And  trace  the  caufes  of  her  civil  war ; 
Your  pen  no  partial  prejudices  fway. 
But  truth  decides,  and  virtue  wins  the  day. 

Through  what  gay  fields  and  flov/ery  fcenes  we  pafs. 
Where  fancy  fporrs,  and  fiction  leads  the  chace  ? 
Where  life,  as  through  her  various  a6ls  (he  tends. 
Like  other  comedies,  in  marriage  ends. 

What  Mufe  but  yours  fo  jufrly  could  difplay 
Th'  embattled  paffions  marfhal'd  in  array  ? 
Bid  the  rang'd  appetites  in  order  move. 
Give  luft  a  figure,  and  a  fhape  to  love  ? 
To  airy  notions  folid  forms  difpenfe. 
And  m.ake  our  thoughts  the  images  of  fenfe  ? 
Difcover  all  the  rational  machine. 
And  fhow  the  movem.ents,  fprings,  and  wheels  within  ? 

But  Hymen  waves  his  torch,  all  difcords  ceafe ; 
All  parley,  drop  their  arms,  and  fue  for  peace. 

E  4  Soon 
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Soon  as  the  fign.il  flames,  they  quit  the  fight. 
For  all  at  firlt  but  difFer'd  to  unite. 
From  every  part  the  lines  in  order  move. 
And  fweetly  center  in  the  point  of  love. 

Let  blockheads  to  the  mully  fchools  repair. 
And  poach  for  morals  and  the  pafTions  there. 
Where  virtue,  lil<.e  a  dwarf  in  giant's  arms, 
Cumber'd  with  words,  and  manacled  in  terms. 
Serves  to  amufe  the  philolophic  fool. 
By  method  dry,  and  regularly  dull. 
Who  fees  thy  lines  fo  vifibly  exprefs 
The  foul  herfelf  i.i  fuch  a  pleafing  drefs ; 
May  frc  m  thy  labours  be  convinc'd  and  taught. 
How  Spenfer  would  have  fung,  and  Plato  thought. 

The   Twelfth   Ode    of  the    First  Book    of 
HORACE,    Translated. 

WHAT  man,  what  hero  will  you  raife. 
By  the  Ihrill  pipe,  or  deeper  lyre  ? 
What  God,  0  Ciio,  will  you  praife. 
And  teach  the  echoes  to  admire  ? 

Amidft  the  Ihades  of  Helicon, 

Cold  Ha;mus'  tops,  or  PinJus'  head. 

Whence  the  glad  foreils  hallen'd  down. 
And  danc'd  as  tuneful  Orpheus  play'd. 

Taught  by  the  Mufe,  he  ftop'd  the  fall 
Of  rapid  floods,  and  charm'd  the  wind  j 

The  iiilening  oaks  obey'd  the  call. 
And  kit  their  wondering  hills  behind, 


Whom 
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Whom  fhould  I  firft  record,  but  Jove, 

Whofe  fway  extends  o'er  fea  and  land. 
The  king  of  men  and  gods  above. 

Who  holds  the  feafons  in  command  ? 

To  rival  Jove,  fiiall  none  afpire. 

None  fhall  to  equal  glory  rife ; 
But  Pallas  claims  beneath  her  fire, 

7'he  fecond  honours  of  the  Qdes. 

To  thee,  O  Bacchus,  great  in  war. 

To  Dian  will  I  ftrike  the  ftrlng. 
Of  Phoebus  wounding  from  afar. 

In  numbers  like  his  own  I'll  fing. 

The  Mufe  Alcides  fhall  refound  ; 

The  twins  of  Leda  fhall  fucceed; 
This  for  the  Handing  fight  renown'd. 

And  that  for  managing  the  Heed. 

\^^hofe  itar  (hines  innocently  ftill ; 

l"he  clouds  difperfe,  the  tempefis  ceafe. 
The  waves  obedient  to  their  will. 

Sink  down,  and  hulh  tlieir  rage  to  peace. 

Next  fhall  I  Numa's  pious  reign, 

Or  thine,  O  Romulus,  relate  : 
Or  Rome  by  Brutus  free'd  again, 

Or  haughty  Cato's  glorious  fate  ? 

Or  dwell  on  noble  Paulus'  fame  ? 

Too  lavifh  of  the  patriot's  blood  ? 
Or  Regulus'  immortal  name. 

Too  obllinately  juil  and  good  ? 

Thefe 
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Thefe  with  Camillus  brave  and  bold. 
And  other  chiefs  of  matclilefi  might, 

Rome's  virtuous  poverty  of  old. 
Severely  feafon'd  to  the  fight. 

Like  trees,  Marcellus'  glory  grows. 

With  an  infenfible  advaice  ; 
The  Julian  ftar,  like  Cyuthia,  glows. 

Who  leads  the  planetary  dance. 

The  fates,  O  fire  of  human  race, 
Entruft  great  Ca;far  to  thy  care. 

Give  him  to  hold  thy  fecond  place. 
And  reign  thy  fole  vicegerent  here. 

And  whether  ladia  he  (hall  tame. 
Or  to  his  chains  the  Seres  doom ; 

Or  mighty  Parthi^  dreads  his  name. 
And  bows  her  haughty  neck  to  Rome. 

While  on  our  groves  thy  bolts  are  hurl'd. 
And  thy  loud  car  fliakes  heaven  above. 

He  fliall  with  juHice  awe  the  world. 
To  none  inferior  but  to  Jove. 


The  Twenty-Second  Ode  of  the  First  Book  of 
HORACE. 

THE  man  unfully'd  with  a  crime, 
Difdains  the  pangs  of  fear. 
He  fcorns  to  dip  the  poifon'd  (haft. 
Or  poife  the  glittering  fpeaf . 

Nor 
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Nor  with  the  loaded  quiver  goes 

To  take  the  dreadful  field  : 
His  folid  virtue  is  his  helm, 

And  innocence  his  fhield. 

In  vain  the  fam'd  Hydafpes'  tides, 

Obftruft  and  bar  the  road. 
He  fmiles  on  danger,  and  enjoys 

The  roarings  of  the  flood. 

All  climes  are  native,  and  forgets 

Th'  extremes  of  heats  and  frOils, 
The  Scythian  Caucafus  grows  warm. 

And  cool  the  Libyan  coafts. 

For  while  I  wander'd  through  the  woods. 

And  rang'd  the  lonely  grove, 
Loft  and  bevvilJer'd  in  the  fongs 

And  pleafing  cares  of  love  ; 

A  wolf  beheld  me  from  afar. 

Of  monftrous  bulk  and  might ; 
But,  naked  as  I  was,  he  fled 

And  trembled  at  the  fight. 

A  beaft  fo  huge,  nor  Daunia's  grove. 

Nor  Africk  ever  view'd  ; 
Though  nurft  by  her,  the  lion  reigns 

The  monarch  of  the  wood. 

Expofe  me  in  thole  horrid  climes. 

Where  not  a  gentle  breeze 
Revives  the  vegetable  race. 

Or  chears  the  drooping  trees. 

Where 
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Where  on  the  world's  remoteft  verge 

Til'  uiivid'/e  ieafo.is  lie, 
Ani  not  one  genial  ray  unbinds 

The  ri^or  of  the  fky. 
On  that  unh.abitable  O.ore, 

Exp.  fe  me  all  alone. 
Where  I  may  view  without  a  fliade, 

The  culmina:!  13  fun. 
Beneath  th'  iEquator,  or  the  Pole, 

la  fafety  could  I  rove  ; 
And  in  a  thoufand  different  climes 

Could  live  for  her  1  love. 


A   PROLOGUE    FOR    the    STROLLERS, 

GE  N  T  E  E  L  S ,  of  old  pert  prologues  led  the  way, 
To  grade,  d^f^nd,  and  uHicr  in  the  play. 
As  powdcr'd  footmen  run  before  the  coach. 
And  thunder  at  the  door  my  lord's  approach. 
But  though  they  fpeak  your  entertainment  near, 
Moll  prologues  fpeed  like  other  bills  of  fare ; 
Seldom  the  languid  ftomach  they  excite. 
And  ofiener  pall,  than  raife  the  appetite. 

As  for  the  play — 'tis  hardly  worth  our  care. 
The  prologue  craves  your  mercy  for  the  player  ; 
Thut  is,  your  money-— for  by  Jove  I  fwear. 
White-gloves  and  lodging  are  confounded  dear. 
Since  here  are  none  but  friends,  the  truth  to  own, 
K^fp'd  in  a  couch  our  company  came  down. 

But 
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But  I  moft  fiirewdly  fear  we  fhall  depart, 
Ev'n  in  our  old  original,  a  cart. 

With  pride  inverted,  and  fantaftic  power. 
We  ftrut  the  fancy'd  monarchs  of  an  hour; 
While  duns  our  emperors  and  heroes  fear. 
And  *■  Cleomencs  ftarves  in  earnefl  here : 
The  mightieft  kings  and  queens  we  keep  in  pay. 
Support  their  pomp  on  cighteen-pe  ice  a  day. 
Great  Cyrus  for  a  dj-am  h;is  pawn'd  liis  coat. 
And  all  our  Carfars  Can't  command  a  groat ; 
Our  Scipio's,  Hannibals,  and  Pompeys  break. 
And  Cleopatra  fhifts  but  once  a  week. 

To  aggravate  the  cafe,  we  have  not  one. 
Of  all  the  new  refinements  of  the  town  : 
No  moving  ftatues,  no  lewd  harlequins. 
No  palleboard-players,  no  heroes  in  machines ; 
No  rofm  to  flaih  lighrni^g~-'twould  exhauft  us. 
To  buy  a  devil  and  a  Doilor  Fauftus. 
No  windnnlls,  dragons,  millers,  conjurors. 
To  exercife  your  eyes,  and  fpare  your  ears ; 
No  paper-feas,  no  thunder  from  the  fkies. 
No  vvittiies  to  defcend,  no  flage  to  rife ; 
Scarce  one  for  us  the  aclors-~we  cai  fet 
Nothing  before  you  but  meer  fenfe  and  wit. 
A  bare  downright  old-faQiion'd  Engliih  fc;aft. 
Such  as  true  Bricons  only  can  digeil  ; 
Such  as  your  homely  fathers  us'd  to  love. 
Who  only  came  to  hear  and  to  improve  : 
Humbly  content  and  pleas'd  with  what  was  drefl, 
When  Otway,  Lee,  and  Shakefpeare  rang'd  the  feaft. 

•  The  Spartan  Hero,  a  tragedy,  by  Mr.  Dry  Jen. 

The 
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PSALM     VIII.     Translated. 

OKing  eternal  and  divine  ! 
Tlie  world  is  thine  alone  : 
Above  the  ftars  thy  glories  (hinc. 
Above  the  heavens  thy  throne. 

How  far  extends  thy  mighty  name  ! 

Where'er  the  fun  can  roll, 
*rhat  fun  thy  wonders  fhall  proclaim, 

Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 

The  infant's  tongue  (hall  Ipeak  thy  poweri 

And  vindicate  thy  laws  ; 
The  tongue  that  never  fpoke  before. 

Shall  labour  in  thy  caufe. 

For  when  I  lift  my  thoughts  and  eyes. 

And  view  the  heavens  around. 
Yon'  ftretching  wafte  of  azure  fkies. 

With  ftars  and  planets  crown'd  ; 

Who  in  their  dance  attend  the  moon, 

The  emprefs  of  the  night, 
And  pour  around  her  filver  throne. 

Their  tributary  light : 

Lord  !  what  is  mortal  man  ?  that  he 

Thy  kind  regard  ihould  {hare  ? 
What  is  his  fon,  who  claims  from  thee 

And  challenges  thy  care  f 

I  Next 
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N'ext  to  the  bleft  angelic  kind. 

Thy  hands  created  man. 
And  this  inferior  world  affign'd. 

To  dignify  his  fpan. 

Him  all  revere,  and  all  obey 

His  delegated  reign. 
The  flocks  that  through  the  valley  ftray. 

The  herds  that  graze  the  plain. 

The  furious  tiger  fpeeds  his  flight. 

And  trembles  at  his  power  j 
Jn  fear  of  his  fuperior  might. 

The  lions  ceafe  to  roar. 

Whatever  horrid  monfters  tread 

The  paths  beneath  the  fea. 
Their  king  at  awful  dillance  dread. 

And  fullenly  obey. 

O  Lord,  how  far  extends  thy  name  ! 

\^'here-e'er  the  fun  can  roll. 
That  fun  thy  wonders  fhall  proclaim. 
Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 


PSALM     XXIV.     Paraphrased. 

'  A  R  as  the  world  can  ftretch  its  bounds. 
The  Lord  is  king  of  all. 
His  wondrous  power  extends  around 
The  circuit  of  the  ball. 

For 
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For  he  witliln  the  gloomy  deeps 

Its  dark  foundations  caft. 
And  rear'd  the  pillars  of  the  earth 

Amid  the  watery  wafte. 

Who  (hall  afcend  his  Sion's  hill. 

And  fee  Jehovah  there  ? 
Who  from  his  fucred  (hrlne  fhall  breathe 

The  fiicririce  of  prayer  ? 

He  only  whofe  unfully'd  foul 
Fair  virtue's  paths  has  trod. 

Who  with  clean  hands  and  heart  regards 
His  neighbour  and  his  God. 

On  him  fhall  his  indulgent  Lord 

Diffuuve  bounties  Ihed, 
From  God  his  Saviour  Ihall  defcend 

All  bleflings  on  his  head. 

Of  thofe  who  feek  his  righteous  ways. 

Is  this  the  chofen  race. 
Who  bafk  in  all  his  bounteous  fmiles. 

And  flcurifh  in  his  grace. 

Lift  up  your  (lately  head^,  ye  doors, 

Witii  hally  reverence  rife  ; 
Ye  everlufting  doors,  who  guard 

The  pailes  of  the  ficies. 

Swift  f  ora  your  golden  hinges  leap, 

Yci:r  barriers  roll  away, 
Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide. 

And  burft  the  gates  of  day. 


For 
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For  fee  !   the  King  of  glory  comes 

Along  th'  ethereal  road  : 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  fhall  bear 

The  triumph  of  your  God. 

Who  is  this  great  and  glorious  King  ? 

Oh  !   'tis  the  Lord,  whofe  might 
Decides  the  conqueft,  and  fufpends  j 

The  balance  of  the  fight. 

Lift  up  your  ftately  heads,  ye  doors. 

With  hafty  reverence  rife ; 
Ye  everlafting  doors,  who  guard 

The  PafTes  of  the  fkies. 

Swift  from  your  golden  hinges  leap. 

Your  barriers  roll  away,  . 

Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide. 

And  buril  the  gates  of  day.  ; 

For  fee ;  the  King  of  glory  comes 
Along  th'  ethereal  road  ; 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  fhall  bear 
The  triumphs  of  their  God. 

Who  is  this  great  and  glorious  King  ? 

Oh  !   'tis  the  God,  whofe  care 
Leads  on  his  Ifrael  to  the  field, 

Whofe  power  controls  the  war. 


Vol.  LIL  F  PSALM 
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PSALM     XXIX. 

YE  mighty  princes,  your  oblations  bring. 
And  pay  due  honours  to  your  awful  king  ; 
His  boundlefs  power  to  all  the  world  proclaim. 
Bend  at  his  fhrine,  and  tremble  at  his  name. 
For  hark.  1  his  voice  with  unrefifted  fway 
Rules  and  controls  the  raging  of  the  fea  ; 
Within  due  bounds  the  mighry  ocean  keeps. 
And  in  their  watery  cavern  awes  the  deeps  : 
Shook  by  that  voice,  the  nodding  groves  around 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  fly  the  dreadful  found. 
The  blafted  cedars  low  in  duft  are  laid. 
And  Lebanon  is  left  without  a  (hade. 
See  !  when  he  fpeaksj  the  lofty  mountains  croud. 
And  fly  for  ftielter  from  the  thundering  God : 
Sirion  and  Lebanon  like  hinds  advance. 
And  in  wild  meafures  lead  th'  unwieldy  dance. 
His  voice,  his  mighty  voice,  divides  the  fire. 
Back  from  the  blaft  the  flirinking  flames  retire. 
Ev'n  Cades  trembles  when  Jehovah  fpeaks. 
With  all  his  fovages  the  defert  fliakes. 
At  the  dread  found  the  hinds  with  fear  are  (lung. 
And  in  the  lonely  forcft  drop  their  young. 
While  in  his  hallow'd  temple  all  proclaim 
His  glorious  honours,  and  adore  his  name. 
High  o'er  the  foaming  fiirges  of  the  fea 
He  fits,  and  bids  the  liilening  deeps  obcyjk 

He 
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He  reigns  o'er  all ;  for  ever  lafts  his  power 
Till  nature  finks,  and  time  fhall  be  no  more. 
V^'ith  llrength  the  fons  of  Ifrael  fhall  he  blefs. 
And  crown  our  tribes,  with  happinels  and  peace. 


PSALM    XL  VI.     Paraphrased., 

ON  God  we  build  our  fure  defence. 
In  God  our  hope  repofe  : 
His  hand  protedls  us  in  the  fight. 
And  guards  us  from  our  woes. 

Then,  be  the  earth's  unwieldy  frame 

From  its  foundations  hurl'd. 
We  may,  unmov'd  with  fear,  enjoy 

The  ruins  of  the  world. 

What  though  the  folid  rocks  be  rent. 

In  tempefts  whirl'd  away } 
What  though  the  hills  fhould  biirft  their  roots. 

And  roll  into  the  fea  ? 

Thou  fea,  with  dreadful  tumults  fwell. 

And  bid  thy  waters  rife 
In  furious  furges,  till  they  dafh 

The  flood-gates  of  the  fkies. 

Our  minds  fliall  be  ferene  and  calm> 

Like  Siloah's  peaceful  flood ; 
Whofe  foft  and  filver  ftreams  refrefh 

The  city  of  our  God. 

F  2  Within 
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Within  the  proud  delighted  waves. 

The  wanton  turrets  play  ; 
The  dreams  lead  down  their  humid  train, 

Reluftant  to  the  fea. 

Amid  the  fcene  the  temple  floats. 

With  its  refleded  towers. 
Gilds  all  the  furface  of  the  flood. 

And  dances  to  the  fliores. 

With  wonder  fee  what  mighty  power 

Our  facred  Sion  chears, 
Lo  !  there  amidft  her  (lately  walls. 

Her  God,  her  God  appears. 

Fixt  on  her  bafis  flie  fliall  ftand. 

And,  innocently  proud. 
Smile  on  the  tumults  of  the  world. 

Beneath  the  wings  of  God. 

See  !  how,  their  weaknefs  to  proclaim. 

The  heathen  tribes  engage  I 
See  !  how  with  fruitlefs  wrath  they  burn. 

And  impotence  of  rage  ! 

But  God  has  fpoke ;  and  lo  !  the  world. 

His  terrors  to  difplay. 
With  all  the  melting  globe  of  earth. 

Drops  filently  away. 

Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  hofts 

Securely  we  refort ; 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  God, 

Our  fuccour  and  fupport. 


Mithtr, 
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Hither,  ye  numerous  nations,  croud. 

In  filent  rapture  ftand. 
And  fee  o'er  all  the  earth  difplay'd 

The  wonders  of  his  hand. 

He  bids  the  din  of  war  be  ftill. 

And  all  its  tumults  ceafe ; 
He  bids  the  guiltlefs  trumpet  found 

The  harmony  of  peace. 

He  breaks  the  tough  reluflant  bow. 

He  burlb  the  brazen  fpear. 
And  in  the  crackling  fire  his  hand 

Confumes  the  blazing  car. 

Hear  then  his  formidable  voice, 

"  Be  llill,  and  know  the  Lord  ; 
"  By  all  the  heathen  I'll  be  fear'd ; 

"  By  all  the  earth  ador'd."  j 

Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  hofls. 

Securely  we  refort ; 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  God ; 

Our  fuccour  and  fupport. 


PSALM    XC.     Paraphrased. 

TH  Y  hand,  O  Lord,  tlirough  rolling  years 
Has  fav'd  us  from  defpair. 
From  period  down  to  period  llretch'd 
The  profpedts  of  thy  care. 

F  3  Before 
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Before  the  world  was  firll  concelv'd. 

Before  the  pregnant  earth, 
Call'd  forth  the  mountains  from  her  womb. 

Who  ilruggled  to  their  birth  j 

Eternal  God  !  thy  e:.rly  days 

Beyond  duration  run. 
Ere  the  firll  race  of  Hurting  time 

Was  meafur'd  by  the  fun. 

We  die ;  but  future  nations  hear 

Thy  potent  voice  again, 
Rjfe  at  the  fumnions,  and  rcftore 

The  pcrifh'd  race  of  man  ; 

Before  thy  comprehenfive  fight. 

Duration  fleets  away ; 
And  rapid  ages  on  the  wing. 

Fly  fwifter  than  a  day. 

As  great  Jehovah's  piercing  eyes 

Eternity  explore, 
The  longeft  aera  is  a  night, 

A  period  is  an  hour. 

We  at  thy  mighty  call,  O  Lord, 

Our  fancy'd  beings  leave, 
B.cuz'd  from  the  flattering  d/eam  of  iif^. 

To  fleep  witliin  the  grave. 

Swift  from  their  barrier  to  their  goal 

The  rapid  moments  pafs. 
And  lea\e  poor  man,  for  whom  the}'  nin. 

The  emblem  of  the  grafs. 

In 
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In  the  firil  morn  of  life  it  grows. 

And  lifts  its  verdant  head. 
At  noon  decays,  at  evening  dies. 

And  withers  in  the  mead. 

We  in  the  glories  of  thy  face 

Our  fecret  fins  furvey. 
And  fee  how  gloomy  thofe  appear. 

How  pure  and  radiant  they. 

To  death  as  our  appointed  goal 

Thy  anger  drives  us  on. 
To  that  full  period  fix'd  at  length 

This  tale  of  life  is  done. 

With  winged  fpeed,  to  flated  bounds 

And  limits  we  mull:  fly. 
While  feventy  rolling  funs  compleat 

Their  circles  in  the  Iky. 

Or  if  ten  more  around  us  roll, 

'Tis  labour,  woe,  and  llrife. 
Till  we  at  length  are  quite  drawn  down 

To  the  lail;  dregs  of  life. 

But  who,  O  Lord,  regards  thy  wrath. 

Though  dreadful  and  fevere  ? 
That  wrath,  whatever  fear  he  feels. 

Is  equal  to  his  fear. 

So  teach  us.  Lord,  to  count  our  days. 

And  eye  their  conftant  race. 
To  meafure  what  we  want  in  time. 

By  wifdom,  and  by  grace. 

F  4  "With 
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With  us  repent,  and  on  our  hearts 

Thy  choicell  graces  flied. 
And  fhower  from  thy  celeftial  throne 

Tny  bleflings  on  our  head. 

Oh  !  may  thy  mercy  crown  us  here. 

And  come  without  deLiv ; 
Then  our  whole  courfe  of  hfe  will  feem 

One  glad  triumphant  day. 

Now  the  bleft  years  of  joy  reftore. 

For  thofe  of  grief  and  ftrife, 
And  with  one  pleafant  drop  allay 

This  bitter  draught  of  life. 

Tliy  \^'onders  to  the  world  difplay. 

Thy  fervants  to  adorn. 
That  may  delight  their  future  fons. 

And  children  yet  unborn  j 

Thy  beams  of  majeftv  diffufe, 

With  them  thy  great  commands. 
And  bid  profperity  attend 

The  labours  of  our  hands. 

PSALM    CXXXIX.     Paraphrased, 
In  Miltonic  Veife. 

O  Dread  Jehovah  !  thy  all-piercing  eyes 
Explore  the  motions  of  this  mortal  frame. 
This  tenement  of  daft  :  Thy  ftretching  fight 
S'^rveys  th'  harmonious  principles,  that  move 


In 
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In  beauteous  rank  and  order,  to  inform 
This  cafk,  and  animated  mafs  of  day. 
Nor  are  the  profpec^ts  of  thy  wondrous  fight 
To  this  terreftrial  part  of  man  confin'd ; 
But  fhoot  into  his  foul,  and  there  difcern 
The  firft  materials  of  unfailnon'd  thought. 
Yet  dim  and  undigelted,  till  the  mind. 
Big  with  the  tender  images,  expands. 
And,  fwelling,  labours  with  th'  ideal  birth. 

Where-e'er  I  move,  thy  cares  purfue  my  feet 
Attendant.     When  I  drink  the  dews  of  fleep, 
Stretch'd  on  m}'  downy  bed,  and  there  enjoy 
A  fwect  forgetfr.lnefs  of  a'l  my  toils, 
Unfeen,  thy  fo^■ercign  prcfence  guards  my  fleep, 
Waf:s  all  the  terrors  of  my  dreams  away. 
Sooths  all  my  foul,  and  foftens  my  repofe. 

Before  conception  can  employ  the  tongue. 
And  mould  the  duftile  images  to  found ; 
Before  imagination  ftands  difplay'd. 
Thine  eye  the  future  eloquence  can  read. 
Yet  unarray'd  with  fpeech.     Thou,  mighty  Lord  ! 
Hall  moulded  man  from  his  congenial  dull. 
And  fpoke  him  into  being ;  while  the  clay. 
Beneath  thy  forming  hand,  Icap'd  forth,  infpir'd. 
And  llarted  into  life  :  through  every  part. 
At  thy  command,  the  wheels  of  motion  play'd. 

But  fuch  exalted  knowledge  leaves  below 
And  drops  poor  man  from  its  fuperior  fphere. 
In  vain,  with  reafon's  ballaft,  would  he  try 
To  llcm  th'  unfathomable  depth ;  his  hark 
O'er-fets,  and  founders  in  the  vaft  abyfs. 

Then 
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Then  whither  Ihall  the  rapid  fancy  run, 
Though  in  its  full  career,  to  fpeed  my  flight 
From  thy  unbounded  prcfence  ?  which,  alone. 
Fills  all  the  regions  and  extended  fpace 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  nature  !  Whither,  Lord  ! 
Shall  my  unrein'd  Lnagin:.tion  rove. 
To  lea. e  behmd  thy  fpii-it,  and  out-fly 
Its  influence,  which,  with  brooding  wings,  out-fpread 
Hatch'd  unfledg'd  nature  from  die  dark  profound. 

If  mounted  on  my  towermg  thoughts  I  climb 
Into  the  heaven  of  heavens ;  1  there  behold 
The  blaze  of  thy  unclouded  majefty  ! 
In  the  pure  empyrean  thee  I  view. 
High  thron'd  above  all  height,  thy  radiant  flirine, 
Throng'd  with  the  prolhate  fcraphs,  who  receive 
Beatitude  pail  utterance  !  If  1  plunge 
Down  to  the  gloom  of  Tartarus  profound. 
There  too  I  fmd  thee,  in  the  lovvell  bounds 
Of  Erebus  and  read  thee,  in  the  fcenes 
Of  complicated  wrath  :  I  fee  thee  clad 
In  all  the  majefty  of  darkncfs  there. 

If,  on  the  ruddy  morning's  purple  wings 
Up-born,  with  indefatigable  courfe, 
I  ieek  the  glowing  borders  of  the  Eaft, 
Where  tlie  bright  fun,  emergent  from  the  deeps. 
With  his  firll  glories  gilds  the  fparkUng  feas. 
And  trembles  o'er  the  waxes ;  ev'n  there,  th /  hand 
Shall  through  the  watery  defert  guide  my  courfe. 
And  o'er  the  broken  fui-ges  pave  my  way, 
While  on  the  dreadful  wliirles  1  hang  fcciu-e. 

And 
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'  And  mock  the  waning  ocean.     If,  with  hopes. 
As  fond  as  falfe,  the  darknefs  I  c.xpeft 
To  hide,  and  wrap  me  in  its  mantling  fhade. 
Vain  were  the  tlioiiglit  ;  for  tliy  unbounded  ken 
Darts  through  the  thickc;:iug  gloom,  and  pries  through  all 
The  palpable  obfcure.     Before  thy  eyes. 
The  vanquifli'd  night  throws  off  her  dufky  fhrowd. 
And  kindles  into  day :  the  fhade,  and  light. 
To  man  ftill  various,  but  the  fame  to  thee. 
On  thee,  is  all  the  llrudure  of  my  frame 
Dependant.     Lock'd  within  the  filent  womb. 
Sleeping  I  lay,  and  ripening  to  my  birth  ; 
Yet,  Lord,  thy  out-ilretch'd  arm  preferv'd  me  there; 
Before  I  mov'd  to  entity,  and  trod 
The  verge  of  being.     To  thy  hallow'd  name 
I'll  pay  due  honours :  for  thy  mighty  hand 
Bai't  thij.  corporeal  fabrick,  when  it  laid 
The  ground-work  of  exillence.     Hence,  I  read 
The  wonders  of  thy  art.     This  frame  1  vicvv 
■V^'iih  terror  and  delight ;  and,  wrapt  m  both, 
I  flartle  at  m}'ieli.     IVly  bones,  unform'd 
As  yet,  nor  hardening  fom  the  vifcous  parts. 
But  blended  with  th'  unanimatcd  mafs. 
Thy  eye  diftindlly  view'd ;  and,  while  I  lay 
Within  the  earth,  imperfed,  nor  perceiv'd 
The  firil:  faint  dawn  of  Hfe,  with  eafe  farvey'd 
The  vital  glimmerings  of  the  adlive  feeds, 
J ull  kindling  to  exiftence;  and  beheld 
My  fubllance  fcarce  material.     In  thy  book. 
Was  the  fair  model  of  this  ftruft-Lire  drawn, 

Where 
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Where  every  part,  in  juft  conneflion  join'd. 
Composed  and  perfedlcd  th'  harmonious  piece. 
Ere  the  dim  fpeck  of  being  learn'd  to  ftietch 
Its  dudlile  form,  or  entity  had  known 
To  range  and  wanton  in  an  ampler  fpace. 

How  dear,  how  rooted  in  my  inmoll  foul. 
Are  all  thy  counfcis,  and  the  various  ways 
Of  thy  eternal  providence  !  The  fum 
So  boundlefs  and  immenfe,  it  leaves  behind 
The  low  account  of  numbers ;  and  out-flies 
All  that  imagiriation  e're  conceiv'd, 
Lefs  numerous  are  the  fands  that  crowd  the  fhores. 
The  barriers  of  the  ocean.     When  I  rife 
From  my  foft  bed,  and  fofter  joys  of  fleep, 
I  rife  to  thee.     Yet  lo  !  the  impious  flight 
Thy  mighty  wonders.     Shall  the  fons  of  vice 
Elude  the  vengeance  of  thy  wrathful  hand. 
And  m.ock  thy  lingering  thunder,  which  with-holds 
Its  forky  terrors  from  their  guilty  heads  ? 
Thou  great  tremendous  God  I — Avaunt,  and  fly. 
All  ye  who  thirft  for  blood. — For,  fwoln  with  pride. 
Each  haughty  wretch  blafpheme.i  thy  facrcd  name. 
And  bellows  his  reproaches  to  affront 
Thy  glorious  Majefty.     Thy  foes  I  hate 
Worfe  than  my  own,  O  Lord  !   Explore  my  foul. 
See  if  a  flaw  or  ftain  of  fln  infefls 
My  guilty  thoughts.     Then,  lead  me  in  the  way 
That  guides  my  feet  to  thy  own  heaven  and  thee. 

PSALM 
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MY  foul.  In  raptures  rife  to  blefs  the  Lord, 
Who  taught  my  hands  to  draw  the  fatal  fword  ; 
Led  by  his  arm,  undaunted  I  appear 
In  the  firft  ranks  of  death,  and  front  of  war. 
He  taught  me  firft  the  pointed  fpear  to  wield. 
And  mow  the  glorious  liarveft  of  the  field. 
By  him  infpir'd,  from  ftrength  to  ftrength  I  paft, 
Plung'd  through  the  troops,  and  laid  the  battle  wafte. 

In  him  my  hopes  I  center  and  repofe. 
He  guards  my  life,  and  fliields  me  from  my  foes. 
He  held  his  ample  buckler  o'er  my  head. 
And  fcrecn'd  me  trembling  in  the  mighty  fhade  : 
Agaiuft  all  hoflile  violence  and  power. 
He  was  my  fword,  my  bulwark,  and  my  tower. 
He  o'er  my  people  will  maintain  my  fway. 
And  teach  my  willing  fubjeds  to  obey. 

Lord  !  what  is  man,  of  vile  and  humble  birth  ? 
Sprung  wdth  this  kindred  reptiles  from  the  earth  ? 
That  he  ihould  thus  thy  fecret  counfeis  Ihare  ? 
Or  what  his  fon,  who  challenges  thy  care  ? 
Why  does  thine  eye  regard  this  nothing,  man  ? 
His  life  a  point,  his  meafure  bat  a  fpan  ? 
The  fancy'd  pageant  of  a  moment  made. 
Swift  as  a  dream,  and  fleeting  as  a  fhade. 

Come  in  thy  power,  and  leave  th'  ethereal  plain. 
And  to  thy  harnefs'd  tempeft  give  the  rein ; 

Yon 
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Yon  fiarrv  arch  (hall  bend  beneath  the  load. 
So  loud  the  chariot,  and  (o  great  ihe  God ! 
Soon  as  his  rapid  wheels  Jehovah  rolls. 
The  folding  fkies  fhall  tremble  to  the  poles  : 
Heaven's  gaudy  axle  u'ith  the  world  fliall  fall. 
Leap  from  the  centre,  and  unhinge  the  ball. 

Touch'd  by  thy  hands,  the  labouring  hills  expire 
Thivik  clouds  of  fmoke,  and  deluges  of  fire  ; 
On  the  tall  groves  the  red  deftroyer  preys. 
And  wraps  th'  eternal  mountains  in  the  blaze : 
Full  on  my  fees  may  all  thy  lightnings  fly. 
On  purple  pinions  tli rough  the  gloomy  fky. 

Extend  thy  hand,  thou  kind  all-gracious  God, 
Down  from  the  heaven  of  heavens  thy  bright  abode. 
And  {hield  me  from  my  foes,  whofe  towering  pride 
Lowers  like  a  ftorm,  and  gathers  hke  a  tide  : 
Agaiifl:  flrange  children  vindicate  my  caufe. 
Who  curfe  thy  name,  and  trample  on  thy  laws ; 
Who  fear  not  vengeance  which  they  never  felt, 
Train'd  to  blafpheme,  and  eloquent  in  guilt : 
Their  hands  are  impious,  and  their  deeds  profane. 
They  plead  their  boafled  innocence  in  vain. 

Thy  name  Ihall  dwell  for  ever  on  my  tongue, 
Aind  guide  the  facred  numbers  of  my  long ; 
To  thee  my  Mufc  /hall  confecrate  her  lays. 
And  every  note  fhall  labour  in  thy  praife  ; 
The  hallow'd  theme  fhall  teach  me  how  to  fmg, 
S'.vell  on  the  lyre,  ani  tremble  on  the  firing. 

Oft  has  thy  hnrd  from  fight  the  monarch  led. 
When  death  Hew  raging,  and  the  battle  bled ; 

I  And 
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And  fnatch'd  thy  ferv  ant  in  the  laft  defpair 
From  all  the  riiiiig  tumult  of  the  war. 

Againfl  ftrange  children  vindicate  my  caufe. 
Who  curfe  thy  name,  and  trample  on  thy  laws ; 
That  our  fair  fons  may  fmile  in  early  bloom. 
Our  fons,  the  hopes  of  all  our  years  to  come: 
I-ike  plants  that  nurs'd  by  foftering  fhowers  arife. 
And  lift  their  fpreading  honours  to  the  fkies. 
That  our  chafte  daughters  may  their  charms  difplay. 
Like  the  bright  pillars  of  our  temple,  gay, 
Polifa'd,  and  tall,  and  fmooth,  and  fair  as  they. 

Piled  up  with  plenty  let  our  barns  appear. 
And  burfl  with  all  the  feafons  of  the  year; 
Let  pregnant  flocks  in  every  quarter  bleat. 
And  drop  their  tender  young  in  every  llreet. 
Safe  from  their  labours  may  our  oxen  come. 
Safe  may  they  bring  the  gathered  fummer  home. 
Oh  !  may  no  Ughs,  no  ftreams  of  forrow  flow. 
To  Train  our  triumphs  with  the  tears  of  woe, 

Blefs'd  is  the  nation,  how  fincerely  blefs'd ! 
Of  fuch  unbounded  happinefs  pcfTefs'd, 
To  whom  Jehovah's  facred  name  is  known, 
Vv'ho  claim  the  God  of  Ifrael  for  their  own. 

JOB,    CHAPTER    m. 

JO  B  curi'd  Ills  birth,  and  bade  hli  curfes  flow 
In  words  of  grief,  and  eloquence  of  woe  ; 
Lofl  be  that  day  which  dragg'd  me  to  my  doom, 
Pvecent  to  life,  and  flruggling  from  the  womb ; 

Whofe 
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Whofe  beams  with  fuch  malignant  luftre  fhone. 
Whence  all  my  years  in  anxious  circles  run. 
Loft  be  that  night  in  undetermin'd  fpace, 
And  veil  with  deeper  fhadcs  her  gloomy  face. 
Which  crowded  up  with  woes  this  flender  Ipan, 
While  the  dull  mais  rofe  quickening  into  man. 

O'er  that  curs'd  day  let  fable  darknefs  rife, 
Shrowd  the  blue  vault,  and  blacken  all  the  fkies ; 
May  God  o'er-look  it  from  his  heavenly  throne. 
Nor  rouze  from  fleep  the  fcdentary  fun. 
O'er  its  dark  face  to  fhed  his  genial  ray. 
And  warm  to  joy  the  melancholy  day. 
May  the  clouds  frown,  and  li\  id  poifons  breathe. 
And  (lain  heaven's  azure  uith  the  fhade  of  death. 

May  ten-fold  darknefs  from  that  dreadful  night 
Seize  and  arreil  the  ftraggling  gleams  of  light  j 
To  pay  due  vengeance  for  its  fatal  crime. 
Still  be  it  banifh'd  from  the  train  of  time ; 
Nor  in  the  radiant  lift  of  months  appear. 
To  ftain  the  ftiining  circle  of  the  year : 
There  through  her  dufky  range  may  filence  roam. 
There  may  no  ray,  no  glimpfc  of  gladnefs  come. 
No  voice  to  cheer  the  fohtary  gloom. 
May  every  ftar  his  gaudy  light  v,'ith-hoId, 
Nor  through  the  vapour  fhoot  his  hrz-ny  gold : 
Nor  let  the  dawn  with  radiant  flcirts  come  on, 
Tipp'd  with  the  glories  of  the  rifing  fun  ; 
Bccaufe  that  dreadful  period  fix'd  my  doom. 
Nor  feal'd  the  dark  receflcs  of  the  womb. 


To 
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To  that  original  my  ills  I  owe. 

Heir  of  afrliclion,  and  the  fon  of  woe. 

Oh  !  had  I  dy'd  unexercis'd  in  pain. 

And  wak'd  to  life,  to  fleep  in  death  again  ! 

Why  did  not  Fate  attend  me  at  my  birth. 

And  give  me  back  to  mv  congeiiial  earth  ? 

Why  was  I,  when  an  infant,  footh'd  to  reft, 

Lull'd  on  the  knee,  or  hung  upon  the  breafl  ? 

For  now  the  grave  would  all  my  cares  compofe. 

Conceal  my  ferrous,  and  inter  my  woes: 

There  wrapp'd  and  lock'd  within  his  cold  embrace. 

Safe  had  I  flumber'd  in  the  arms  of  peace  ; 

There  with  the  mighty  kings,  who  lie  inroll'd 

In  c'ouds  of  incenfe,  and  in  beds  of  gold  : 

There  with  the  princes,  who  in  grandeur  flione. 

And  aw'd  the  trembling  nations  from  the  throne ; 

Afflicted  Job  an  equal  reft  might  have. 

And  {hare  the  dark  retirement  of  the  grave  ; 

Or  as  a  ftiapelefs  Embryo  feek  the  tom.b. 

Rude  and  imperfedl  from  the  abortive  womb  : 

Ere  motion's  early  prniciple  began. 

Or  the  dim  fublrance  kindled  into  man. 

There  from  their  monftrous  crimes  the  wicked  ceafe. 
Their  labouring  guilt  is  weary'd  into  per.C" ; 
There  blended  fieep  the  coward  and  the  biave, 
Stretch'd  with  his  lord,  the  undiftinguifti'd  Have 
Enjoys  the  common  refuge  of  the  grave. 
An  equal  lot  the  mighty  victor  fhares. 
And  lies  amidit  the  captives  of  his  uars ; 

Vol.  LII.  "  G  With 
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With  his,  thofe  captives  mingle  their  remain":. 
The  fame  in  death,  nor  IcfTcn'd  by  their  chains. 
Why  are  we  doom'd  to  view  the  genial  ray  ? 
Why  curft  to  bear  the  painful  light  of  day  ? 
Oh  !  with  what  joy  the  wretches  yield  their  breath  ? 
And  pant  in  bitternefs  of  foul  for  death  ? 
As  a  rich  prize,  the  diltant  blifs  they  crave. 
And  find  the  glorious  treafure  in  the  grave. 
Why  is  the  wretch  condemn'd  without  relief. 
To  combat  woe,  and  tread  the  round  of  grief. 
Whom  in  the  toi's  of  fate  his  God  has  bound. 
And  drawn  the  line  of  miferies  around  ? 

When  nature  calls  for  aid,  my  fighs  intrude. 
My  tears  prevent  my  necefTaiy  food  : 
Like  a  full  ftrcam  o'ercharg'd,  my  forrows  flow. 
In  burfts  of  anguil"h,  and  a  tide  of  woe ; 
For  now  the  dire  affliiflion  which  I  fled. 
Pours  like  a  roaring  torrent  on  my  head. 
My  terrors  IHII  the  phantom  view'd,  and  wrought 
The  dreadful  image  into  every  thought : 
At  length  pluck'd  down,  the  fatal  Itroke  I  feel. 
And  lofe  the  fancy'd  in  the  real  ill. 


JOB,    CHAP.    XXV.     Paraphrased. 

THEN  will  vain  man  complain  and  murmur  ftill  ? 
And  (land  on  terms  with  his  Creator's  will  ? 
Shall  this  high  privilege  to  clay  be  given  ? 
Shall  dull  arraign  the  providence  of  lieaven  ? 

With 
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With  reafon's  line  the  boundlefs  diftance  fcan ; 
Oppofe  heaven's  awful  majefty  to  man. 
To  what  a  length  his  vaft  dominions  run  ? 
How  far  beyond  the  journeys  of  the  fun  ? 
He  hung  yon'  golden  balls  of  light  on  high. 
And  launch'd  the  planets  through  the  liquid  iky : 
To  rolling  worlds  he  mark'd  tlie  certain  fpace, 
Pixt  and  fuftain'd  the  elemental  peace 

Unnumber'd  as  thofe  worlds  his  armies  move. 
And  the  gay  legions  guard  his  realms  above ; 
High  o'er  ch'  ethereal  plains,  the  myriads  rife. 
And  pour  their  flaming  ranks  along  the  Ikies  : 
Prom  their  bright  arms  incefTant  fplendors  ftream, 
And  the  wide  azure  kindles  with  the  gleam. 

To  this  low  world  he  bids  the  light  repair, 
Down  through  the  gulfs  of  undulating  air : 
For  man  he  taught  the  glonous  fun  to  roll, 
.From  his  bright  barrier  to  his  weftcrn  goal. 

How  then  fhall  man,  thus  infolently  proud. 
Plead  with  his  Judge,  and  combat  with  his  God  } 
How  from  his  mortal  mother  can  he  come, 
Unftain'd  from  fin,  untinftur'd  from  the  womb  ? 

The  Lord  from  his  fubHme  empyreal  throne, 
As  a  dark  globe,  regards  the  filver  moon. 
Thofe  ftars,  that  grace  the  wide  celelHal  plainj 
Are  but  the  humbleft  fweepings  of  his  train; 
Dim  are  the  brightell  fplendors  of  the  iky; 
And  the  fun  darkens  in  Jehovah's  eye. 
But  does  not  fin  diifufe  a  fouler  ftain. 
And  thicker  darknefs  cloud  the  foul  of  man  ? 

G  J,  Shall 


8+  PITT'S    POEMS. 

Shall  he  the  depths  of  endlefs  wifdom  know  ? 

'I'he  Ihort-liv'd  fovereign  of  the  world  below  ? 

His  frail  original  confounds  his  boaft. 

Sprung  from  the  ground,  and  quicken'd  from  the  dud. 

The  Song  of  Moses,  in  the  P'ifteekth  Chapter 
of  Exodus,    Paraphrased, 

'T^HEN  to  the  Lord,  the  vail  triumphant  throng 
-"-     Of  Ifrael's  fons,  with  Mofes,  rais'd  the  fong. 

To  God  our  grateful  accents  will  we  raife. 
And  every  tongue  fliall  celebrate  his  praife : 
Behold  difplay'd  the  wonders  of  his  might ; 
Behold  the  Lord  triumphant  in  the  fight ! 
With  what  immortal  fame  and  glory  grac'd  ! 
What  trophies  rais'd  amid  the  watery  wafte  I 
How  did  his  power  the  Heeds  and  riders  fweep 
Ingulf 'd  in  heaps,  and  whelm'd  beneath  the  deep  ? 

Whom  fhould  we  fear,  while  he,  heaven's  awful  Lord, 
Unflieaths  for  Jfrael  his  avenging  fword  ? 
His  outrtretcii'd  arm,  and  tutelary  care. 
Guarded  and  fav'd  us  in  the  laft  defpair  : 
His  mercy  eas'd  us  from  our  circling  pains. 
Unbound  our  {hackles,  and  unlock'd  our  chains. 
To  him  our  God,  our  Fathers  God,  I'll  rear 
A  facred  temple,  and  adore  him  there, 
With  vows  and  incenfe,  facrifice  and  prayer. 

The  Lord  commands  in  war;  his  matchlcfs  miglit 
Hangs  out  and  guides  the  balance  of  the  fight : 
By  him  the  war  the  mighty  leaders  form. 
And  teach  tlic  hovering  tumult  where  to  florm. 

ITi 
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His  Name,  O  Ifrael,  Heaven's  Eternal  Lord, 
For-ever  honour'd,  revcrcnc'd,  and  ador'd. 

When  to  the  fight  from  ^Egypt's  fruitful  foil, 
Pour'd  forth  in  myriads  all  the  fons  of  Nile ; 
The  Lord  o'erthrew  the  courfer  and  the  car. 
Sunk  Pharaoh's  pride,  and  overwhelm'd  his  war. 
Beneath  th'  encumber'd  deeps  his  legions  lay. 
For  many  a  league  impurpling  all  the  fea : 
The  chiefs,  and  fteeds,  and  warriors  whirl'd  around. 
Lay  midft  the  roarings  of  the  furges  drown'd. 

Who  fhall  thy  power,  thou  miglity  God,  withftand. 
And  check  the  force  of  thy  \'i61;orious  hand  ? 
Thy  hand,  which  red  with  wrath  in  terror  rofe. 
To  crulh  that  day  thy  proud  ^Egyptian  foes. 
Struck  by  that  hand,  their  drooping  fquadrons  fall. 
Crowding  in  death ;  one  fate  o'erwhelms  them  all. 

Soon  as  thy  anger,  charg'd  with  vengeance,  came. 
They  funk  like  ftubble  crackling  in  the  flame. 
At  thy  dread  \oice  the  fummon'd  billows  crowd. 
And  a  ftill  filence  lulls  the  wondering  flood : 
Roll'd  up,  the  cryftal  ridges  ftrike  the  fides. 
Waves  peep  o'er  waves,  and  feas  o'er  feas  arife. 
Around  in  heaps  the  lifl:ening  furges  ftand. 
Mute  and  obfervant  of  the  high  command. 
Congeal'd  with  fear  attends  the  watery  train, 
Rous'd  from  the  fecret  chambers  of  the  main. 

With  favage  joy  the  fons  of  ^gypt  cry'd, 
(Vaft  were  tlieir  hopes,  and  boundlefs  was  their  pride) 
Let  us  purfue  thofe  fugitives  of  Nile, 
This  fervile  nation,  and  divide  the  fpoll  : 

G  3  And 
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And  fpreid  Co  wide  the  fliughter,  till  their  blood 
Dyes  with  a  ftronger  red  the  blulhing  flood. 
Oh  !  what  a  copious  prey  their  hefts  afford. 
To  glut  and  fatten  the  devouring  fword  ! 

As  thus  the  yawning  gulf  the  boallers  pafs'd. 
At  thy  command  rufli'd  forth  the  rapid  blaft. 
Then,  at  the  fignal  given,  with  dreadful  fway. 
In  one  huge  heap  roll'd  down  the  rearing  fca ; 
And  now  the  difuitanglcd  waves  divide. 
Unlock  their  folds,  and  thaw  the  frozen  tide. 
The  deeps  alarm'd  call  terribly  from  far 
The  loud,  embattled  furges  to  the  war ; 
Till  her  proud  fon-:  aftonilli'd  ^gypt  found. 
Covered  with  billows,  and  in  tcmpefts  drown'd. 

What  God  can  emulate  thy  power  divine. 
Or  who  oppofe  his  miracles  to  thine? 
When  joyful  we  adore  thy  glorious  name. 
Thy  trembling  foes  confefs  their  fear  and  fhame. 
The  world  attends  thy  abfolute  command. 
And  nature  waits  the  wonders  of  thine  hand. 
That  hand,  extended  o'er  the  f^^elling  fea. 
The  ccnfcious  billows  reverence  and  obey. 
O'er  the  devoted  race  the  furges  f.vecp. 
And  whelm  the  euilty  nation  in  tlie  deep. 
That  hand  redcem'd  us  from  our  fervile  toil. 
And  each  infultiiig  tyrant  of  the  Nile : 
Our  nation  came  beneath  that  mighty  hand. 
From  ^^gypt's  realms,  to  Canaan's  facred  land. 
Thou  wert  their  Guide,  their  Saviour,  and  their  God, 
To  fmootli  the  way,  and  clear  the  dreadful  road. 

The 
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I'lie  diilant  kingdoms  fhall  thy  wonders  hear, 
Tiie  fierce  Philiitines  fhall  confefi  their  fear ; 
Thy  fame  Ihall  over  Edom's  princes  fpread. 
And  Moab's  kings,  the  univerfal  dread  ; 
While  the  vaft  fcenes  of  miracles  impart 
A  thrilling  horror  to  the  bravefl  heart. 
As  through  the  world  the  gathering  terror  runs, 
Canaan  fhall  fhrink,  and  tremble  for  his  fons. 
Till  thou  hafl  Jacob  from  his  bondage  brought. 
At  fuch  a  vaft  expence  of  wonders  bought. 
To  Canaan's  promis'd  realms  and  blefl  abodes. 
Led  through  the  dark  recefies  of  the  floods. 
Crown'd  with  their  tribes  fhall  proud  Moriah  rife. 
And  rear  his  fummit  nearer  to  the  ficies. 

Through  ages,  Lord,  iliall  ftretch  thy  boundlcfs  power. 
Thy  throne  fliall  iLand  when  Time  fhall  be  no  more : 
For  Pharaoh's  fleedi;,  and  cars,  and  warlike  train, 
Leap'd  in,  and  boldly  rang'd  the  fandy  plain. 
Wliile  in  the  dreadful  road,  and  defart  way. 
The  fhining  crowds  of  gafping  fifhes  lay : 
Till,  all  around  with  liquid  toils  befet. 
The  Lord  fwept  o'er  their  heads  the  watery  net. 
He  freed  the  ocean  from  his  fecret  chain. 
And  on  each  hand  difcharg'd  the  thundering  main. 
The  loofen'd  billows  burft  from  every  fide. 
And  whelm  the  war  and  warriors  in  the  tide ; 
But  on  each  hand  the  folid  billows  flood. 
Like  lofty  mounds  to  check  the  raging  flood  ; 
Till  the  bleft  race  to  promis'd  Canaan  pafl 
O'er  the  dry  path,  and  trod  the  v/atery  walle. 

G  4  The 
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The  Third  Ode  of  the  Secon d  Book  of 
HORACE,     Paraphrased. 

T     E  T  the  brave  youth  be  train'd,  the  iHngs 
'*--'     Of  poverty  to  bear. 

And  in  the  fchool  of  want  be  tauHit 

o. 

Tlie  exercife  of  war. 

Let  him  be  praflis'd  in  liis  bloom. 

To  liilen  to  alarms. 
And  learn  proud  Parthia  to  fubdue 

\^'ivh  uiu-efiiled  arms. 

The  hoftile  tyrant's  beauteous  briJe, 

Dillradled  with  defpair, 
Beholds  him  pouring  to  the  fight. 

And  thundering  through  the  war. 

As  from  the  battlements  fhe  views 

The  flaughtcr  of  his  fword. 
Thus  fliall  the  fiir  exprcfs  her  grief. 

And  terrors  for  her  Lo.d  : 

Look  down,  ye  gracious  powers,  from  heaven. 

Nor  let  my  confort  go, 
Rude  in  the  arts  of  war,  to  fight 

This  formid;ible  foe. 

Oh  !  not  with  half  that  dreadful  rage 

The  royal  fawigc  flies. 
When,  at  the  fligliteft  touch,  he  firings. 

And  darts  upon  his  prize. 


How 


HORACE,     BOOK  II.    ODE  III.  «a 

How  fair,  how  comely  are  our  wounds. 

In  our  dear  country's  caufe  ! 
What  fime  attends  the  glorious  fate. 

That  props  our  dying  laws  ! 

For  death's  cold  hand  arrefts  the  fears 

That  haunt  the  coward's  mind  ; 
Swift  Ihe  purfues  the  flying  wretch. 

And  wounds  him  from  behind. 

Bravely  regardlefs  of  difgrace. 

Bold  virtue  Hands  alone. 
With  pure  unfully'd  glory  fhlnes. 

And  honours  ftiU  her  own. 

From  the  dark  grave,  and  filent  duft. 

She  bids  her  fons  arife. 
And  to  the  radiant  train  unfolds 

The  portals  of  the  fkies. 

Now,  with  triumphant  v/ings,  fhe  foars. 

Above  the  realms  of  dav. 
Spurns  the  dull  earth,  and  groveling  crowd. 

And  towers  th'  ethereal  way. 

With  her  has  filcnce  a  reward. 

Within  the  blefs'd  abodes. 
That  holy  filence  which  conceals 

The  fecrets  of  the  Gods. 

But  with  a  wretch  I  v/ould  not  live,^ 

By  facfilege  prophan'd. 
Nor  lodge  beneath  one  roof,  nor  launch 

One  \  clTel  from  the  land  ; 

For 
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for,  blended  with  the  bad,  the  good 

Thf  common  ftroke  have  felt. 
And  lieaven's  dire  vengeance  llruck  alike 

At  innocence  and  guilt. 

The  wrath  divine  purfues  the  wretch. 

At  prefent  lame,  and  flow. 
But  yet,  though  tardy  lo  advance, 

Siie  gives  the  furer  blow. 

The  Third    Ode    of  the  Fourth   Book  of 
H  O  R  A  C  E,     Paraphrased. 

TTTHOM  firft,  Melpomene,  thy  eye 

^  '        With  friendly  afpeifl  views. 
Shall  froi3r  his  cradle  rife  renovvn'd. 
And  facred  to  the  Mufe. 

Nor  to  the  Ifthmian  games  his  fame 

And  dtaLlilefs  triumphs  owe  ; 
Ncr  fhall  he  wear  the  verdant  wreath. 

That  ftiades  the  champion's  brow. 

Nor  in  the  w  ide  Elcean  plains 

Fatigue  the  courfcr's  fpeed ; 
Nor  through  the  glorious  cloud  of  dult. 

Provoke  the  bounding  Heed. 

Nor,  as  an  haughty  \  iftor,  mount 

The  CapitoUan  heights, 
And  proudly  dedicate  to  Jove 

1"he  trophies  of  his  fights. 

BcCrtule 
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Becaufe  his  thundering  hand  in  war 

Has  chsck'd  the  A/elling  tide 
Of  the  ftern  tyrant's  power,  and  broke 

The  meafures  of  his  pride. 

But  by  fweet  Tyburn's  groves  and  ftreams 

His  glorious  theme  purfues. 
And  fcorns  the  hiurels  of  the  war. 

For  thofe  that  crown  the  Mufe. 

There  in  the  moft  retir'd  retreats. 

He  fets  his  charming  fong. 
To  the  fweet  harp  which  Sappho  touch'd. 

Or  bold  Alcxus  ftrung. 

Rank'd  by  thy  fons.  Imperial  Rome, 

Among  the  poet's  quiie. 
Above  the  reach  of  erne's  hand 

I  fafely  may  afpire. 

Tiiou  facred  Mufe,  whofe  artful  hand 

Can  teach  the  bard  to  fing ; 
Can  animate  the  golden  lyre. 

And  wake  the  Hving  ftring : 

Thou,  by  whofe  mighty  power,  may  fing. 

In  unaccuftom'd  ftrains. 
The  fiient  fifhes  in  the  floods. 

As  on  their  banks  the  fwans. 

To  thee  I  owe  my  {preading  fame. 

That  thoufands,  as  they  gaze. 
Make  me  their  wonder's  common  theme, 

A^vJ  cbjcft  of  their  praife. 


u 
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If  firfl:  I  ftruck  the  Lelbian  lyre. 

No  fame  belongs  to  me ; 
I  owe  my  honours,  when  I  pleafe, 

(If  e'er  I  pleafe)  to  thee. 

On  the  approaching  Congress  of  Cambray. 

Written  in   1721. 

"\7' K  patriots  of  the  world,  vvhofc  cares  combin'd 

■*■      Confilt  the  public  welfare  of  mankind. 
One  moment  lt;t  the  crowding  kingdoms  wait. 
And  Europe  in  fufpenfe  attend  her  fate. 
Which  turns  on  your  great  councils ;  nor  refufe 
To  hear  the  drains  of  the  prophetic  Mufe  ; 
Who  fees  thofe  councils  with  a  generous  care 
Heal  the  wide  wounds,  and  calm  the  rage  of  war ; 
She  fees  new  verdure  all  the  plain  o'erfpri;ad. 
Where  the  fight  byrn'd,  and  where  the  battle  bled. 
The  fields  of  death  a  fofter  fcene  difclofe. 
And  Ceres  fmilcs  where  iron  harvefts  rofe. 
The  bleating  flocks  along  the  ballion  pafs. 
And  from  the  awful  ruins  crop  the  grafs. 
Freed  from  his  fears,  each  uumolefted  f»vain. 
In  peaceful  furrows  cuts  the  fatal  plain; 
Turns  the  high  bulwark  and  afpiring  mound. 
And  fees  the  camp  \\'ith  all  the  fcafons  crown'd. 
Beneath  each  clod,  bright  burniili'd  arms  appear ; 
Each  furrow  glitters  with  the  pride  of  war ; 
The  fields  refoand  and  tinkle  as  they  break. 
And  the  keen  faulcliion  rings  againft  the  rake ; 

At 
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At  reft  beneath  the  hanging  ramparts  laid. 
He  fings  fecurcly  in  the  dreadful  (hade. 

Hark  ! o'er  the  feas,  the  Britifh  lions  roar 

Their  monarch's  fame  to  every  diftant  Ihore  : 
Swift  on  their  canvafs  wings  his  navies  go, 
Whcre-ever  tides  can  roll,  or  winds  can  blow ; 
Their  fails  widiin  the  arflic  circle  rile. 
Led  by  the  ftars  that  gild  the  northern  fkies ; 
Tempt  frozen  feas,  nor  fear  the  driving  blaft. 
But  fwell  exulting  o'er  the  hoary  wafte ; 
O'er  the  wide  ocean  hold  fuprcme  command. 

And  aftive  commerce  fpread  through  every  land  j 

Or  with  fuU  pride  to  fouthern  regions  run. 

To  diftant  worlds,  on  t'other  fide  the  fun ; 

And  plow  die  tides,  where  odoriferous  gales 

Perfume  the  fmiling  waves,  and  llretch  the  bellying  fails. 
See  !  the  proud  merchant  feek  the  precious  fliore. 

And  trace  the  winding  veins  of  glittering  ore ; 

Low  in  tlie  earth  his  wondering  eyes  behold 

Th'  imperfedl  metal  ripening  into  gold. 

The  mountains  tremble  with  alternate  rays> 

And  call  at  once  a  fliadow  and  a  blaze : 

Streak'd  o'er  with  gold,  the  pebbles  flame  around,; 

Gleam  o'er  the  foil,  and  gild  the  tinkling  ground ; 

Charg'd  with  the  glorious  prize,  his  vcffels  come. 

And  in  rroud  triumph  bring  an  India  home. 

Fair  Concord,  hail ;  thy  wings  o'er  Brunfwlck  ipread. 

And  with  thy  olives  crown  his  laurel'd  head. 

Come ;  in  thy  moft  diilinguiih'd  cliarms  appear ; 

Oh  I  come,  and  bolt  the  iron-gates  of  war. 

The 
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The  fight  ftands  ftill  when  Brunfwick  bids  it  ceafe. 

The  monirch  fpeaks,  and  g  ves  the  world  a  peace; 

Like  awful  juftice,  fits  fuperior  lord, 

To  pcife  the  balance,  or  to  draw  the  fword; 

In  due  fufpenfe  the  jarring  realms  to  keep. 

And  hiiQi  the  tumults  of  the  world  to  fleep. 

Novv  with  a  brighter  face,  and  nobler  ray. 
Shine  forth,  thou  Source  of  light,  and  God  of  day; 
Say,  didil  thou  ever  in  thy  bright  career 
Light  up  before  a  more  dillingaifh'd  year  ? 
Through  all  thy  journeys  paft  thou  canft  not  fee 
A  perfefl  image  of  what  this  HiiJl  be : 
Scarce  the  Platonic  year  fhall  this  renew. 
Or  keep  the  bright  original  in  view. 


The  Fable  of  the  Young  Man  and  his  Cat. 

A    Haplefs  youth,  whom  fates  sverfe  had  drove 
'^*-  To  a  ftrange  padion,  and  prcpofterous  love, 
Long'd  to  poiTefs  his  pufs's  fpotted  charms. 
And  hug  the  tabby  beauty  in  his  arms. 
To  what  odd  wliimfics  love  inveigles  men  ? 
■Sure  if  the  boy  was  ever  blind,  'twas  then. 
>Rack'd  with  his  paflion,  and  in  deep  defpair. 
The  youth  to  Venus  thus  addreft  his  prayer. 
O  queen  of  beauty,  fince  thy  Cupid's  dart 
Has  fir'd  my  foul,  and  rankles  in  my  heart; 
Since  doom'd  to  burn  in  this  unhappy  flame, 
Frcm  thee  at  Icafl:  a  r>.'medy  I  claim.; 

If 
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If  once,  to  blefs  Pigmalion's  longing  arms. 
The  marble  fof'ten'd  into  living  charms ; 
And  warm  with  life  the  purple  current  ran 
In  circling  llreams  through  every  flinty  vein ; 
If,  with  his  own  creating  hands  dilpky'd. 
Ho  hugg'd  the  ftatue,  and  embrac'd  a  maid ; 
And  with  the  breathing  image  fir'd  his  heart, 
1  he  pride  of  nature,  and  the  boaft  of  art : 
Hear  my  requeft,  and  crown  my  wondrous  flame. 
The  fame  its  nature,  be  thy  gift  the  fame  j 
Give  me  the  like  unufual  joys  to  prove. 
And  though  irregular,  indulge  my  love. 

Delighted  Venus  heard  the  moving  prayer. 
And  foon  refolv'd  to  eafe  the  lover's  care. 
To  fet  Mifs  Tabby  off  with  every  grace. 
To  drefs,  and  fit  her  for  the  youth's  embrace. 

Now  flie  by  gradual  change  her  form  forfook, 
Firft  her  round  face  an  oval  figure  took ; 
The  roguifli  dimples  ne.xt  his  heart  beguile. 
And  each  grave  whilker  foften'd  to  a  fmile  ; 
Unufual  ogles  wanton'd  in  her  eye. 
Her  folemu  purring  dvvindled  to  a  iigh : 
Sudden,  a  huge  hoop-petticoat  difplay'd, 
A  wide  circumference  1  intrench'd  the  maid. 
And  for  the  tail  in  waving  circles  piay'd. 
Her  fur,  as  deftin'd  Ilill  her  charm.s  to  deck, 
IMade  for  her  hands  a  muir,  a  tippet  fcr  her  neck. 

In  the  fine  lady  now  her  fliape  was  loft, 
Aiid  by  fuch  ftrange  degrees  (lie  grew  a  toaft ; 

Was 
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Was  all  for  ombre  now ;  and  who  but  (he. 
To  talk  of  modes  and  fcandal  o'er  her  tea ; 
To  fettle  every  fafnion  of  the  fex. 
And  ran  through  all  the  female  politics ; 
To  fpend  her  time  at  toilet  and  baffet, 
To  play,  to  flaunt,  to  flutter,  and  coquet : 
From  a  grave  thir.king  moufer,  fhe  was  grown 
The  gaycll  flirt  that  coach'd  it  round  the  town. 

But  fee  how  often  fome  intruding  v.oe, 
Nips  all  our  blooming  profpeifts  at  a  blow  I 
For  as  the  youth  his  lovely  confort  led 
To  the  dear  pleafjres  of  the  nuptial  bed, 
Juft  on  that  inftant  from  an  inner  houfe. 
Into  the  chamber  popt  a  heedlefs  moufe. 
Mifs  Tabby  faw,  and  brooking  no  delay. 
Sprung  from  the  iheets,  and  fuiz'd  the  trembling  prey  ? 
Nor  did  the  bride,  in  that  ill-fated  hour, 
Refleft  that  all  her  mouflng-days  were  o'er. 
The  youth,  allonilh'd,  felt  a  new  dcfpair, 
Ixion-like  he  grafp'd,  and  grafp'd  but  air ; 
He  faw  his  vows  and  prayers  in  vain  beftow'd. 
And  loll  the  jilting  goddefs  in  a  cloud. 
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To    Mr.    pope,    on  his   Translation    ot 
HOME  R's    Iliad. 

9np IS  true,  what  fam'd  Pythagoras  maintam'd, 

■*■     That  fouls  departed  in  new  bodies  reign'd : 
We  mnll  approve  the  dodrine,  fince  we  fee 
The  foul  of  godhke  Homer  breathe  in  thee. 
Old  Ennius  iirll,  then  Virgil  felt  her  fires ; 
But  now  a  Britifh  Poet  fhe  infpires. 

To  you,  O  Pope,  the  lineal  ri^ht  extends. 
To  you  th'  hereditary  Mule  defcends. 
At  a  vaft  diftance  we  of  Homer  heard. 
Till  you  brought  in,  and  naturaliz'd  the  Bard ; 
Bade  him  our  Engliih  rights  and  freedom  claim. 
His  voice,  his  habit,  and  his  air  the  fame. 
Now  in  the  mighty  ftranger  we  rejoice. 
And  Britain  thanks  thee  with  a  public  voice. 

See  !  too  the  Poet,  a  majelHc  fhade. 
Lifts  up  in  awful  pomp  his  laurel'd  head. 
To  thank  his  fucceifor,  who  fets  him  free 
From  the  vile  hands  of  Hobbes  and  Ogilby ; 
Who  vext  his  venerable  alhes  more. 
Than  his  ungrateful  Greece,  the  Uving  Bard  before 

While  Homer's  thoughts  in  thy  bold  lines  are  fhown. 
Though  worlds  contend,  we  claim  him  for  our  own ; 
Our  blooming  boys  proud  Ilion's  fate  bewail  j 
Our  lifping  babes  repeat  the  dreadful  tale, 
Ev'n  in  their  /lumbers  they  purfue  the  tlieme. 
Start,  and  enjoy  a  fight  in  every  dream. 

Vol.  LII.  H  Bv 
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By  turns  tlie  chief  and  bard  their  fouls  inflame. 
And  cveiy  Httle  bofom  beats  for  fame. 
Thus  fhall  they  learn  (as  future  times  will  fee) 
from  him  to  conquer,  or  to  write  from  thee. 

In  every  hand  we  fee  the  glorious  fong. 
And  Homer  is  the  theme  of  every  tongue. 
Parties  in  ftate  poetic  fchemes  employ. 
And  Whig  and  Tory  fide  with  Greece  and  Troy ; 
Negled  their  feuds ;  and  feem  more  zealous  grown 
To  pufli  thofe  countries  inierefts  than  their  own. 
Our  bufieft  politicians  have  forgot 
How  Somers  counfel'd,  and  how  Marlborough  fought ; 
But  o'er  their  fettling  coffee  gravely  tell. 
What  Neftor  fpokc,  and  how  brave  Hedlor  fell. 
Our  fofteft  beaux  and  coxcombs  you  infpire. 
With  Glaucus'  courage,  and  Achilles'  fire. 
Now  they  refent  affronts  which  once  they  bore. 
And  draw  thofe  fwords  that  ne'er  were  drawn  before  : 
Nay,  ev'n  our  belles,  inform'd  how  Homer  writ. 
Learn  thence  to  criticife  on  modern  wit. 

Let  the  mad  criticks  to  tlieir  fide  engage 
The  envy,  pride,  and  dulnefs  of  the  age  : 
In  vain  they  curfe,  in  vain  they  pine  and  mourn. 
Back  on  themfelves  their  arrows  will  return ; 
Whoe'er  would  thy  eflab'.illi'd  fame  deface. 
Are  but  immortaliz'd  to  their  uifgrace. 
Live,  and  enjoy  their  fpight,  and  fhare  that  fate. 
Which  would,  if  Homer  liv'd,  on  Homer  wait. 

And  lo !  his  fecond  labour  claims  thy  care, 
Ulyffes'  toils  fucceed  Achilles'  war. 

H3f»e 
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Hafle  to  the  work ;  the  ladies  long  to  fee 

Tlic  pious  frauds  of  chafte  Penelope. 

Helen  they  long  have  feen,  whofe  guilty  charms 

For  ten  whole  years  engag'd  the  world  in  arms. 

Then,  as  thy  fame  fliall  fee  a  length  of  days. 

Some  future  Bard  fhall  thus  record  thy  praife  : 

"  In  thofe  blell  times  when  fmiling  heaven  and  fate 

**  Had  rais'd  Britannia  to  her  happieft  ftate, 

*'  When  wide  around,  fhe  faw  the  world  fubmit, 

*'  And  own  her  fons  fupreme  in  arts  and  wit ; 

*'  Then  Pope  and  Dryden  brought  in  triumph  home 

"  The  pride  of  Greece,  and  ornament  of  Rome; 

**  To  the  great  taflc  each  bold  tranflator  came, 

**  With  Virgil's  judgment,  and  with  Homer's  flame; 

*'  Here  the  pleas'd  Mantuan  fwan  was  taught  to  foar, 

*'  Where  fcarce  the  Roman  eagles  tower'd  before : 

*'  And  Greece  no  more  was  Homer's  native  earth, 

"  Though  her  feven  ri\'a!  cities  claim'd  his  birth ; 

"  On  her  feven  cities  he  look'd  dov/n  with  fcorn, 

•*  And  own'd  with  pride  he  was  in  Britain  born." 

Specimen  of  a  Translation  of  the  Odyssey*. 

ry^HE  nurfe  all  wild  with  tranfport  feem'd  to  fwim  ; 
■*•     Joy  wing'd  her  feet,  and  lighten'd  ev'ry  limb  ; 
Then,  to  the  room  with  fpeed  impatient  borne. 
Flew  with  glad  tidings  of  her  lord's  return. 

*  Dr.  Ridley  was  one  of  Mr.  Spence's  executors.  Mr.  Stecven: 
a/iiftcd  him  in  loolcing  over  the  papers  of  the  deceafed  ,  and  tran- 
fcrlbed  tills  letter,  Sec.  from  the  original.     N. 

H  7.  There 
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There  bending  o'er  the  fleeping  queen,  fhe  cries. 
Rife,  my  Penelope,  my  daughter,  rife 
To  fee  Ulyfles  thy  long  abfent  fpoufe. 
Thy  foul's  defire  and  lord  of  all  thy  vows : 
Though  late,  he  comes,  and  in  his  rage  has  flain. 
For  all  their  wrongs,  the  haughty  fuitor  train. 

Ah  !   Euryclea,  fhe  replies,  you  ra\-e ; 
The  gods  refume  that  reafon  which  they  gave ; 
For  Heaven  deep  wifdom  to  the  fool  fupplies. 
But  oft  infatuates  and  confounds  the  wife. 
And  wifdom  once  was  thine  I  but  now  I  find 
The  gods  have  ruin'd  thy  dilleniper'd  mind. 
How  could  you  hope  your  fiftion  to  impofe  f 
Was  it  to  flatter  or  deride  my  woes  ? 
How  could  you  break  a  deep  with  talk  fo  vain. 
That  held  my  forrows  in  fo  foft  a  chain  ? 
A  fleep  fo  fweet  I  never  could  enjoy 
Since  my  dear  lord  left  Ithaca  for  Troy  : 
Curfl:  Troy — oil !  why  did  I  thy  name  difclofe  ? 
Thy  fatal  name  awakens  all  my  woes : 
But  fly — fome  other  had  provok'd  my  rage*. 
And  you  but  owe  your  pardon  to  your  age. 

No  artful  tales,  no  fludied  lies,  I  frame, 
IJlyJfes  lives  (rejoins  the  reverend  dame) 
In  that  diflionour'd  flranger's  clofe  difguife. 
Long  has  he  pafs'd  all  unfufpedling  eyes. 
All  but  thy  fon's — and  long  has  he  fupprell 
The  well-concerted  fecrct  in  his  brenjl ; 

•  The  words  in  Italic  arc  copied  by  Mr.  Pope.     N. 

Till 
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Till  his  brave  father  fhould  his  foes  defeat. 
And  the  clofe  fcheme  of  his  revenge  compleat. 

Swift  as  the  word  the  queen  tranj'ported Jprung^ 
And  round  the  dame  in  llrift  embraces  hung ; 
Then,  as  the  big  round  tears  began  to  roll. 
Spoke  the  quick  doubts  and  hurry  of  her  foul. 

If  my  vidorious  hero  fafe  arrives. 
If  my  dear  lord,  Ulylles,  Itill  furvives, 
Tell  me,  oh  tell  me,  how  he  fought  alone  ? 
How  were  fuch  multitudes  deftroy'd  by  one  ? 

Nought  I  beheld,  but  heard  their  cries,  (he  faid. 
When  Death  flew  raging,  and  the  fuitors  bled : 
Immured  we  liften'd,  as  we  fat  around. 
To  each  deep  groan  and  agonizing  found. 
Call'd  by  thy  fon  to  view  the  fcene  I  fled. 
And  faw  Ulyfles  ftriding  o'er  the  dead ! 
Amidft  the  rifing  heaps  the  hero  flood 
All  grim,  and  terribly  adorn'd  with  blood. 

*^#  <(  This  is  enough  in  confcience  for  this  time  :  befidcs,  I  am 
defired,  by  Mr.  Pope  or  Mr.  Lintot,  I  don't  know  which,  to  write 
to  Mr.  Pope  on  a  certain  affair." 

On  his  Majesty's  Playing  with  a  Tiger  in 
Kenfmgton  Gardens. 

"  Prima  dide  mihi,  fumma  dicende  Camoena." 

AMIDST  the  den,  the  lions  prey, 
•^-^  Seal'd  up  for  death  the  prophet  lay ; 

But  couch 'd  the  hungry  monflers  fit, 
And  fav.ning  lick  his  facred  feet ; 

H  3  Swift 
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Swift  fhot  an  angel  frjm  above, 
A  id  chang'd  their  fury  into  love. 

As  fwjft  did  Bricain's  Genius  fly. 
And  for  her  charge  ftand  trembling  by ; 
When  Brunfvvick,  pious,  brave,  and  wife. 
Like  Him  the  favourite  of  the  fkies, 
Play'd  with  the  monfter's  dreadful  teeth. 
And  fportcd  with  the  f  ings  of  death. 

Genius  of  Britain,  fpare  thy  fears. 
For  know,  within,  our  Sovereign  wears 
The  fureft  guard  ;  the  beft  defence  ; 
A  firm  untainted  innocence. 
So  fweet  an  innocence  difarms 
The  fiercell  rage  with  powerful  charms. 
So  far  rebellion  it  beguiles. 
That  Faiiion  bends ;  that  Envy  fmiles  ; 
That  furious  favages  fubmit. 
And  pay  due  homage  at  his  feet. 

Britain  !  by  this  example  prove 
Thy  duty,  loyalty,  and  love. 
See  !  the  fierce  brutes  thy  King  carefs. 
And  court  him  with  a  mute  addrefs ; 
Well  may'ft  thou  own  his  gentle  fway. 
If  tigers  bend,  and  favages  obey. 


ADiA- 
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A  Dialogue  between  a  Poet  and  his    Servant- 

In  Imitation  of" HORACE,  Book  II.  Sat.  VII. 

To  enter  into  the  beauties  of  this  Satire,  it  muftbe  re- 
membered, that  Slaves,  among  the  Romans,  during 
the  Feafts  of  Saturn,  wore  their  Mafters  Habits,  and 
were  allowed  to  fay  what  they  pleafed. 

Servant. 

QIR, — I've  long  waited  in  my  turn  to  have 

^  A  word  with  you— hut  I'm  your  humble  flave, 

P.  What  knave  is  that  ?  my  rafcal ! 

S.  Sir,  'tis  I, 
No  knave  nor  rafcal,  but  your  trufty  Guy. 

P.  Well,  as  your  wages  llill  are  due,  I'll  bear 
Your  rude  impertinence  this  time  of  year. 

S.  Some  folks  are  drunk  one  day,  and  fome  for  ever. 
And  fome,  like  Whaiton,  but  twelve  years  together. 
Old  Evremond,  renown'd  for  wit  and  dirt. 
Would  change  his  living  oftener  than  his  Ihirt ; 
Roar  with  the  rakes  of  ftate  a  month  ;  and  come 
To  ftarve  another  in  his  hole  at  home. 
So  rov'd  wild  Buckingham  the  public  jell. 
Now  fome  innholder's,  now  a  monarch's  guefl ; 

H  4  His 
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His  life  and  politics  of  every  (hape. 
This  hour  a  Roman,  and  the  next  an  ape. 
The  gout  in  every  limb  from  every  vice. 
Poor  Clodio  hir'd  a  boy  to  throw  the  dice. 
Some  wench  for  ever ;  and  their  fins  on  thofe. 
By  cuftom,  fit  as  eafy  a,s  their  cloaths. 
Some  fly,  like  pendulums,  from  good  to  evil. 
And  in  that  point  are  madder  than  the  devil : 
For  they 

P.  To  what  will  thefe  wild  maxims  tend  ? 
And  where,  fweet  fir,  will  your  reflciftions  end  ? 

S.  In  you. 

P.  In  me,  you  knave  r  make  out  your  charge. 

S.  You  praife  low-living,  but  you  live  at  large. 
Perhaps  you  fcarce  believe  the  rules  you  teach, 
Or  find  it  hard  to  praftife  what  you  preach. 
Scarce  have  you  paid  one  idle  journey  down. 
But,  without  hufinefs,  you  're  again  in  town. 
If  none  invite  you,  fir,  abroad  to  roam. 
Then — Lord,  what  pleafure  'tis  to  read  at  home : 
And  fip  your  two  half-pints,  with  great  delight. 
Of  beer  at  noon,  and  muddled  port  at  night. 
From  *  Encome,  John  comes  thundering  at  the  door. 
With  "  Sir,  my  mailer  begs  you  to  come  o'er, 
"   I'o  pais  thefe  tedious  hours,  thefe  winter  nights, 
"  Not  that  he  dreads  invafions,  rogues,  or  fpritcs." 
Sir:iit  fo'  your  t.vo  be'l  wigs  aloud  you  call, 
This  uilF  i  1  buckle,  that  not  curl'd  at  all. 


♦  The  f?3t  of  j-ilm  Pitt,  Eiq    in  Dorfcidiire. 
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"  And  where,  you  rafcal,  are  the  fpurs,"  you  cry ; 
"  And  O  !  what  blockhead  laid  the  bufkins  by?" 
On  your  old  batter'd  mare  you  'II  needs  be  gone, 
(No  matter  whether  on  four  legs  or  none) 
Splafh,  plunge,  and  ftumble,  as  you  fcour  the  heath ; 
All  fwear  at  Morden  'tis  on  life  or  death ; 
Wildly  through  Wareham  ftreets  you  fcamper  on, 
Raife  all  the  dogs  and  voters  in  the  town; 
Then  fly  for  fix  long  dirty  miles  as  bad. 
That  Corfe  and  Kingfton  gentiy  think  you  mad. 
And  all  this  furious  riding  is  to  prove 
Your  high  refped,  it  feems,  and  eager  love  : 
And  yet,  that  mighty  honour  to  obtain. 
Banks,  Shaftelhury,  Doddington,  may  fend  in  vaiHo 
Before  you  go,  we  curfe  the  noife  you  make. 
And  blefs  the  moment  that  you  turn  your  back : 
As  for  myfelf,  1  own  it  to  your  face, 
I  love  good  eating,  and  I  take  my  glafs : 
But  fure  'tis  llrange,  dear  fir,  that  this  fhould  be 
In  you  amufemcnt,  but  a  fault  in  me. 
All  this  is  bare  refining  on  a  name, 
7'o  make  a  difference  where  the  fault's  the  fame. 

My  fither  fold  me  to  your  fervice  here. 
For  this  fine  livery,  and  four  pounds  a  year, 
A  livery  you  ihouid  wear  as  well  as  I, 
And  this  I'll  prcvc  — but  lay  your  cudgel  by. 
You  ferve  youi-  paffions  -Thus,  without  a  jeft. 
Both  are  but  feilow-fervants  at  the  bcft. 
Youiielf,  good  Sir,  are  play'd  by  your  defires, 
A  mere  tall  p'-ppct  dancing  on  the  wires. 

P.  Wlio 
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p.  Who,  at  this  rate  of  talking,  can  be  free? 

S.  The  brave,  wife,  honell  man,  and  only  he: 
All  elfe  are  flaves  alike,  the  world  around. 
Kings  on  the  throne,  and  beggars  on  the  ground : 
He,  fir,  is  proof  to  grandeur,  pride,  or  pelf. 
And  (greater  Itill)  u  mailer  of  himfelf: 
Not  to-and-fro  by  fears  and  fadions  hurl'd. 
But  loofe  to  all  the  interefts  of  die  world  : 
And  while  tli.it  world  tarns  round,  entire  and  whole. 
He  keeps  the  facred  tenor  of  his  foul ; 
In  every  turn  of  fortune  ftill  the  fame. 
As  gold  unchang'd,  or  brighter  from  the  flame : 
Collecled  in  himfelf,  with  godlike  pride. 
He  fees  the  darts  of  envy  glance  afide ; 
And,  fix'd  like  Atlas,  while  the  tempeft  blow. 
Smiles  at  the  iile  llorms  tliat  roar  below. 
One  luch  you  know,  a  layman,  to  ycur  fhame. 
And  yet  the  honour  of  your  blood  and  name. 
If  you  can  fuch  a  character  maintain. 
You  too  are  free,  and  I'm  your  Have  again. 

But  when  in  Hcmlkirk's  piilures  you  delight. 
More  than  yourfelf,  to  fee  two  drunkards  fight; 
*'  Fool,  rogue,  fot,  blockhead,"  or  fuch  names  are  mine  : 
Your's  are,  "  a  ConnoiiTtrur,"  or  "  Deep  Divine." 
Pm  chid  for  loving  a  luxurious  bit. 
The  facred  prize  of  learning,  worth,  and  wit: 
And  yet  fome  fell  their  lands  thefe  bits  to  buy ; 
Then,  pray,  who  fufFers  mofl:  from  luxury  ? 
I'm  chid,  'tis  true  ;  but  then  I  pawn  no  plate, 
I  feal  no  bonds,  I  mortga^^e  no  cltate. 

Befides, 
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Befides,  high  living,  fir,  muft  wear  you  out 
With  furfeits,  qualms,  a  fever,  or  the  gout. 
By  fome  new  pleafures  are  you  Hill  engrofs'd. 
And  when  ycu  fave  an  hour,  you  think  it  loft. 
To  fports,  plays,  races,  from  your  books  you  run. 
And  like  all  company,  except  your  own. 
You  hunt,  drink,  fleep,  or  (idler  ftill)  you  rhyme ; 
Why  ? — but  to  banilh  thought,  and  murder  time  : 
And  yet  that  thought,  which  you  difcharge  in  vain. 
Like  a  foul-loaded  piece,  recoils  again. 

P.  Tom,  fetch  a  cane,  a  whip,  a  club,  a  ftone,— 

S.  For  what  ? 

P.  A  fword,  a  piflol,  or  a  gun: 
I'll  (hoot  the  dog. 

S.  Lord  I  who  v/oulJ  be  a  wit  ? 
He's  in  a  mad,  or  in  a  rhyming  fit. 

P.  Fly,  fly,  you  rafcal,  for  your  fpade  and  fork; 
For  once  I'll  fct  your  lazy  bones  to  work  : 
Fly,  or  I'll  fend  your  back,  without  a  groat. 
To  the  bleak  mountains  where  ycu  firft  were  caught. 

Ode    to    JOHN    PITT,    Esck 

Advifmg  him  to  build  a  Banquctting-houfe  on  a  Hill 
that  overlooks  the  Sea. 

TT^ROM  this  tall  promontory's  brow 
"*"        You  look  majelHc  down. 
And  fee  extended  wide  below 
Th'  horizon  all  your  own. 

With 
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Witli  gro'Aing  piles  the  vales  are  crown'd. 

Here  hills  peep  over  hiJls ; 
There  the  vafl  flcy  and  fea  profound 

Th'  increafing  profped  fills. 

O  bid,  my  friend,  a  ftruflure  rife. 
And  tliis  huge  round  command  ; 

Then  (hall  this  little  point  comprife 
The  ocean  and  the  land. 

Then  you,  like  iEolus,  on  high. 

From  your  aerial  tower. 
Shall  fee  fecure  the  billows  fly. 

And  hear  the  whirlwinds  roar. 

You,  with  a  fmile,  their  rage  defpife. 
Till  fome  fad  wreck  appears. 

And  calls,  from  your  relenting  eyes. 
The  fympathizing  tears. 

Thus  may  you  view,  with  proud  delight. 
While  winds  the  deep  deform, 

(Till  human  woes  your  grief  excite) 
All  nature  in  a  ftorm. 

MajelHc,  awful  fcene  !  when,  hurl'd 

On  furges,  furgcs  rife. 
And  all  the  heaving  watery  world 

Tumultuous  mounts  the  f^les. 

Tb.e  feas  and  thunder  roar  by  turns. 

By  turns  the  peals  expire  ; 
The  billows  ilafli,  and  a-thcr  burns 

With  mcxnentary  fire. 


But 
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But  lo  !  the  furious  tempells  ceafe. 

The  mighty  rage  fubfides ; 
Old  ocean  hulh'd,  in  folemn  peace. 

Has  ftill'd  the  murmuring  tides. 

Spread  wide  abroad,  the  glaffy  plain. 

In  various  colours  gay, 
Refledls  the  glorious  fun  again. 

And  doubly  gilds  the  day. 

Th'  horizon  glows  from  fide  to  fide. 

And  flames  with  glancing  rays  ; 
The  floating,  trembling,  filver  tide. 

Is  one  continual  blaze. 

Vour  eyes  the  profpeft  now  command. 

All  uncontrol'd  and  free. 
Fly  like  a  thought  from  land  to  land. 

And  dart  from  fea  to  fea. 

Thus,  while  above  the  clouds  we  fit. 

And  innocently  gay, 
Pafs  in  amufements,  wine,  or  wit. 

The  fultry  hours  away  ; 

Sometimes,  with  pity,  or  difdain. 

In  thought  a  glance  we  throw 
Down  on  the  poor,  the  p:oud,  the  vain. 

In  yonder  world  below. 

We  fee,  from  this  exalted  feat, 

(How  fhrunk,  reduc'd,  confin'd!) 
The  little  perfon  of  the  great. 

As  little  as  his  mind. 

See 
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See  there — amidfl:  the  crowds  our  view 

Some  fcatter'd  virtues  lirike  ; 
But  thole  fo  throng'd,  and  thefe  fo  few. 

The  world  looks  all  alike. 

Yet,  through  this  cloud  of  human-kind. 

The  Talbots  we  furvey. 
The  Pitts,  tlie  Yorkcs,  the  Seekers  find, 

Who  Ihine  in  open  day. 

Ode    to    JOHN    PITT,    Esq^ 
On  the  fame  Subjetft. 

/^  '  E  R  curious  models  as  you  rove 
^-^     The  vales  with  piles  to  crown. 
And  great  Palladio's  plans  improve 
With  nobler  of  )'our  own ; 

O  bid  a  ftruflure  o'er  the  floods 

From  this  high  mountain  rife, 
V/here  we  may  fit  enthron'd  lilce  gods. 

And  revel  in  the  (kies. 

Th'  afcending  breeze,  at  each  repaft, 

Shall  breathe  an  air  divine, 
Give  a  new  brightnefs  to  the  tafte. 

New  fpirit  to  the  wine. 

Or  thefe  low  pleafures  we  may  quit 

For  banquets  more  refin'd. 
The  works  of  each  immortal  wit. 

The  luxury  of  the  mind. 


Plato, 
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Plato,  or  Boyle's,  or  Newton's  page. 

Our  towering  thouglits  fhall  raife, 
Cr  Homer's  fire,  or  Pindar's  rage. 

Or  Virgil's  lofty  lays. 

Or  with  amufive  thoughts  the  Sea 

Shall  entertain  the  mind. 
While  we  the  rolling  fcene  furvey. 

An  emblem  of  mankind. 

Where,  like  fworn  foes,  fuccefilve  all. 

The  furious  furges  run. 
To  urge  their  predecelTor's  fall. 

Though  foUow'd  by  their  own. 

Where,  like  our  moderns  fo  profound, 

Engag'd  in  dark  difpute, 
"^I'lie  Ikuttles  cafl  their  ink  around 

To  puzzle  the  difpute. 

Where  fharks,  like  fhrewd  direftors,  thrive. 

Like  lawyers,  rob  at  will ; 
Where  flying-fiih,  like  trimmers  live  ; 

Like  foldiers,  fword-fifli  kill. 

Where  on  the  lefs  the  greater  feed. 

The  tyrants  of  an  hour. 
Till  the  huge  royal  whale  fucceed, 

And  all  at  once  devour. 

Thus  in  the  mortal  world  we  now 

Too  truly  underftand, 
Ench  monlbr  of  the  fea  below 

Is  match'd  by  one  at  land. 

On 
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On    Mrs.    WALKER's    Poems. 
Particularly  that  on  the  Author. 

BLUSH,  Wilmot,  bludi ;  a  female  Mufe, 
Without  one  guilty  line. 
The  tender  theme  of  love  purfues 
In  fofter  ftrains  than  thine. 

'Tis  thine  the  paflion  to  blafpheme, 

'Tis  her's  with  wit  and  cafe 
(When  a  mere  nothing  is  the  theme) 

Beyond  thyfelf  to  pleafe. 

Then  be  to  her  the  prize  decreed, 

Whofe  merit  has  prevaii'd ; 
For  what  male  poet  can  fucceed. 

If  Rochefter  has  fail'd  ? 

Since  Phoebus  quite  forgetful  grows. 

And  has  not  yet  thought  fit. 
In  his  high  wifdom,  to  impofe 

A  falique  law  on  wit ; 

Since  of  your  rights  he  takes  no  care. 

Ye  Priors,  Popes,  and  Gays ; 
'Tis  hard  ! but  let  the  women  wear 

The  breeches  and  the  bays. 


VERSES 


[     "3     ] 

VERSES  ON  A  FLOWERED    CARPET. 

Worked  by  the  Young  Ladies  at  Kingfton. 

"IT /"HEN  Pallas  faw  the  piece  her  pupils  wrought, 
'  ^      She  flood  long  wondering  at  the  lovely  draught : 
*'  And,  Flora,  now  (die  cried)  no  more  difplay 
Thy  flowers,  the  trifling  beauties  of  a  day : 
For  fee  '.  how  thefe  with  life  immortal  bloom. 
And  fpread  and  flourifli  for  an  age  to  come ! 
In  what  unguarded  hour  did  I  impart 
To  thefe  fair  virgins  all  my  darling  art  ? 
In  all  my  wit  I  faw  thefe  rivals  fliine. 
But  this  one  art  I  thought  was  always  mine  : 
Yet  lo  !  I  yield ;  their  miftrefs  now  no  more. 
But  proud  to  learn  from  thefe  I  taught  before. 
For  look,  what  vegetable  fenfe  is  here  ! 
How  warm  with  life  thefe  blufhing  leaves  appear  \ 
What  temper'd  fplendors  o'er  the  piece  are  laid ! 
Shade  fteals  on  light,  and  light  dies  into  (hade. 
Through  heaven's  gay  bow  lefs  various  beauties  run. 
And  far  lefs  bright,  though  painted  by  the  fun. 
See  in  each  blooming  flower  what  fpirit  glows  1 
What  vivid  colours  flu  ill  the  opening  rofe  1 
In  fome  few  hours  thy  lily  difippears ; 
But  this  fliall  flouriih  through  a  length  of  years. 
See  unfelt  winters  pafs  fuccefllve  by. 
And  fcorn  a  mean  dependence  on  the  fky. 
Vol,  LII.  I  And 
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And  oh !  may  Britain,  by  my  counfels  fway'd. 
But  live  and  flourilli,  till  thefe  flowers  Ihall  fade  ! 
Then  go,  fond  Flora,  go,  the  palm  refign 
To  works  more  fair  and  durable  than  thine ; 
For  I,  even  I,  in  juftice  yield  the  crown 
To  works  fo  far  fuperior  to  my  own." 

VERSES   ON    A   FLOWERED    CARPET. 

/^  N  this  fair  ground,  with  ravifh'd  eyes, 

^-^  We  fee  a  fecond  Eden  rife. 

As  gay  and  glorious  as  the  firft. 

Before  th'  offending  world  was  curft. 

While  thefe  bright  nymphs  the  needle  guide. 

To  paint  the  rofe  in  all  her  pride. 

Nature,  like  her,  may  blufh  to  own 

Herfelf  fo  far  by  art  out-done. 

Thefe  flowers  fhe  rais'd  with  all  her  care. 

So  blooming,  fo  divinely  fair  ! 

The  glorious  children  of  the  fun. 

That  David's  regal  heir  out-flione. 

Were  fcarce  like  one  of  thefe  array 'd ; 

They  died,  but  thefe  ihall  never  fade. 


On 


s 
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On    th£    art    of    PREACHING. 

A  Fragment. 

In  Imitarion  of  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry. 

" Pendent  opera  interrupta. " 

H  O  U  L  D  fome  fam'd  hand,  in  this  fantaflic  age. 


Draw  Rich,  as  Rich  appears  upon  the  llage. 
With  all  his  poftures  in  one  motley  plan. 
The  god,  the  hound,  the  monkey,   and  the  man. 
Here  o'er  his  head  high  brandilhlng  a  leg. 
And  there  juft  hatch'd,  and  breaking  from  his  eggi 
While  moniter  crowds  on  monfter  through  the  piece. 
Who  could  help  laughing  at  a  fight  like  tlus  r 
Or,  as  a  drunkard's  dream  together  brings 
"  A  court  of  coblers,  or  a  mob  of  kings  '  ;" 
Such  is  a  fermon,  where,  confus'dly  dark. 
Join  f  Sharp,  South,  Sherlock,  Barrow,  Wake,  and 
So  eggs  of  different  pariihes  will  run  [Clarke; 

To  batter,  when  you  beat  iix  yolks  to  one  5 
So  fix  bright  chemic  liquors  when  you  mix. 
In  one  dark  fhadow  vanifh  all  the  fix. 

Full  licence  priefts  and  painters  ever  had 
To  run  bold  lengths,  but  never  to  run  mad ; 
For  thefe  can't  reconcile  God's  grace  to  fin. 
Nor  thofe  paint  tigers  in  an  afs's  fkin. 

*  Dryden. 

■f  Another  copy  reads, 
"  join  Hoadly,  Sharp,  South,  Sherlock,  Wake,   and  Glaike." 

I  2  No 
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No  common  dauber  in  one  piece  would  join 
The  fox  and  goofe — unlefs  upon  a  fign. 
Some  Ileal  a  page  of  fenfe  from  Tillotfon, 
And  then  conclude  divinely  with  their  own. 
Like  oil  on  water,  mounts  the  prelate  up ; 
His  Grace  is  always  fure  to  be  at  top : 
That  vein  of  mercury  its  beams  will  fpread, 
And  fhine  more  llrongly  through  a  mine  of  lead. 
With  fuch  low  arts  your  audience  never  bilk ; 
For  who  can  bear  a  fulHan  lin'd  with  filk  ? 
Sooner  than  preach  fuch  Ituff,  I'd  walk  the  town. 
Without  my  fcarf,  in  Whillon's  draggled  gown; 
Ply  at  the  Chapter,  and  at  Child's,  to  read 
For  pence,  and  bury  for  a  groat  a  head. 

Some  eafy  fubjed  chufe,  witiiin  your  power. 
Or  you  can  never  hold  out  half  an  hour. 
One  rule  obferve  :  this  Sunday  fplit  your  text ; 
Preach  one  part  now,  and  t'other  half  the  next. 
Speak,  look,  and  move,  with  dignity  and  eafe. 
Like  mitred  Seeker,  you'll  be  fure  to  pleafe. 
But,  if  you  whine  like  boys  at  country  fchools. 
Can  you  be  faid  to  ftudy  Cambray's  rules  ? 
Begin  with  care,  nor,  like  that  curate  vile. 
Set  out  in  this  high  prancing  tumbling  ftyle, 
*'  Whoever  with  a  piercing  eye  can  fee 
*•  Through  the  part  records  of  futurity — " 
All  gape — no  meaning — the  pufF'd  orator 
Talks  much,  and  fays  juft  nothing  for  an  hour. 
Truth  and  the  text  he  labours  to  dlfplay. 
Till  both  are  quite  interpreted  away: 


So 
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So  frugal  dames  infipid  water  pour. 

Till  green,  bohea,  and  coffee,  are  no  more. 

His  arguments  in  filly  circles  run 

Still  round  and  round,  and  end  where  they  begun : 

So  the  poor  turn-fpit,  as  the  wheel  runs  round. 

The  more  he  gains,  the  more  he  lofes  ground. 

Surpris'd  with  folitary  felf-applaufe. 

He  fees  the  motley  mingled  fccne  he  draws : 

Dutch  painters  thus  at  their  own  figures  Hart, 

Drawn  with  their  utmoll  uncreating  art. 

Thus  when  old  Bruin  teems,  her  children  fail 

Of  limbs,  form,  figure,  features,  head,  or  tail ; 

Nay,  though  fhe  licks  her  cubs,  her  tender  cares 

At  beft  can  bring  the  bruins  but  to  bears. 

Still  to  your  hearers  all  your  fermons  fort ; 

Who'd  preach  againil:  Corruption  at  the  Court  ? 

Againft  Church-power  at  Vifitations  bawl. 

Or  talk  about  Damnation  at  Whitehall  ? 

Harangue  the  Horfe-guards  on  a  Cure  of  fouls. 

Condemn  the  quirks  of  Chancery  at  the  RoUs, 

Or  rail  at  Hoods  and  Organs  at  St.  Paul's  ? 

Or  be,  like  David  Jones,  fo  indifcreet. 

To  rave  at  Ufarers  in  Lombard-llreet  ? 

Ye  Country-vicars,  when  you  preach,  in  town, 

A  turn  at  Paul's  to  pay  your  journey  down. 

If  you  would  fhun  the  fneer  of  every  prig. 

Lay-by  the  little  band  and  rufly  wig ; 

But  yet  be  fure  your  proper  language  know. 

Nor  talk  as  born  within  the  found  of  Bow  j 

I  3      ,  Speak 
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Speak  not  the  phrafe  that  Drury-lane  affords. 
Nor  from  'Change-alley  fteal  a  cant  of  words : 
Coachmen  will  cridcife  your  ftyle  ;  nay,  further. 
Porters  will  bring  it  in  for  wilful  murther  : 
The  dregs  of  the  Canaille  will  look  afkew. 
To  hear  the  language  of  the  town  from  you : 
Nay,  my  Lord-mayor,  with  merriment  pofleft. 
Will  break  his  nap,  and  laugh  among  the  reft. 
And  jog  the  Aldermen  to  hear  the  jeft. 


1 


INVITATION    TO   Mr.    DODINGTON*. 

In  AUufion  to   HORACE,    Book  I.  Ep.  V. 

T  F  Dodington  will  condefcend 

■*■  To  vifit  a  poetic  friend. 

And  leave  a  numerous  bill  of  fare. 

For  four  or  five  plain  diflies  here ; 

No  coJtly  welcome,  but  a  kind 

He  and  his  friends  will  always  find  ; 

A  plain,  but  clean  and  fpacious  room, 

llie  mailier  and  his  heart  at  home, 

A  cellar  open  as  his  face, 

A  dinner  Ihorter  than  his  grace ; 

Your  mutton  comes  from  Pimpern-down, 

Your  filh  (if  any)  from  the  town; 

Our  rogues,  indeed,  of  late,  o'eraw'd. 

By  human  laws,  not  thofe  of  God, 

•  Created  Lord  Melcombe  in  1761, 

No 
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No  venifon  fteal,  or  none  they  bring. 
Or  fend  it  all  to  mailer  King  *  ; 
And  yet,  perhaps,  fome  venturous  fparlc 
May  bring  it,  now  the  nights  are  dark. 
Punch  I  have  ftore,  and  beer  befide. 
And  port  that's  good,  though  frenchified. 
Then,  if  you  come,  I'm  fure  to  get 
From  Eallbery  f — a  defert  — of  wit. 

One  line,  good  Sir,  to  name  the  day. 
And  your  petitioner  will  pray,  &c. 


Mr.   R.    PITT,    to  his  Brother  C.    PITT, 
On  his  having  a  Fit  of  the  Gout. 
MONG  the  well-bred  natives  of  our  ifle, 


A 


"  I  kifs  your  hand.  Sir,"  is  the  modilh  ftyle; 
In  humbler  manner,  as  my  fate  is  low, 
I  beg  to  kifs  your  venerable  toe. 
Not  Old  Infallibility's  can  have 
Profounder  reverence  from  its  meaneft  flave. 

What  dignity  attends  the  folemn  Gout ! 
What  confcious  greatnefs  if  the  heart  be  ftout ! 
Methinks  I  fee  you  o'er  the  houfe  prelide. 
In  painful  majelly  and  decent  pride. 
With  leg  toft  high,  on  ftately  fofa  fit. 
More  like  a  fultan  than  a  modern  wit  j 

*  The  Blandford  carrier. 

-j-  Mr.  Dodington's  feat  at  that  time. 

I  4.  Qmcit 
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Quick  at  your  crJl  the  trembling  llaves  appear, 
AJ\'ance  witli  caution,  and  retire  with  tear ; 
Ev'n  Peggy  trembles,  thoup^h  (or  authors  fail) 
At  times  the  anti-falic  laws  prevail. 

Now,  Lord  have  mercy  on  poor  Dick  !  fay  I  j 
"  Where's  the  lac'd  (hoe— who  laid  the  flannel  by  ?" 
Within,  'tis  hurry,  the  houfe  feems  pofleft; 
Without,  the  ho  fes  wonder  at  their  reft. 
What  terrible  difmay,  what  fcenes  of  care  I 
Why  is  the  footy  Mintrem's  hopeful  heir  * 
Before  the  morning-dawn  compell'd  to  rife. 
And  give  attendance  with  his  half-flmt  eyes  ? 
What  makes  that  girl  with  hideous  vifligc  ftare  ? 
What  fiends  prevent  Ead's  -f  journey  to  the  fair  J  ? 
Why  all  this  noifc,  this  buftle  and  this  rout  ? 
"  Oh,  nothing— but  poor  mafter  has  the  gout.'* 

Meantime,  fuperior  to  the  pains  below. 
Your  thoughts  in  fearing  meditations  flow. 
In  rapturous  trance  on  Virgil's  genius  dwell. 
To  us,  poor  mortals,  his  llrong  beauties  tell. 
And,  like  JEneas,  from  your  couch  of  ftate. 
In  all  the  pomp  of  words  difplay  the  Trojan  fate. 

Can  nothing  your  rapiring  thoughts  reftrain? 
Or  does  the  Alufc  fufpend  the  rage  of  pain,? 

*  Mr.  Pitt's  fervant,  the  fon  of  a  blackfmith. 

■J-  Another  fervant  of  Mr.  Pitt. 

X  Blandford  fair ;  two  miles  from  Pimpern,  Mr.  Pitt's  retSory, 
■where  he  was  barn,  and  where  he  died,  April  13,  1748,  aged  48. 
Sec  his  epitaph  in  Hutchins's  Dorfet,  I.  82.     N. 

Awhile 


To   Mr.    C.    PITT.  tiif 

Awhile  give  o'er  your  rage ;  in  ficknefs  prove 
Like  other  mortals,  if  you'd  pity  move  : 
Think  not  your  friends  compafiionate  can  be. 
When  fuch  the  produdl  of  difeafe  they  fee ; 
Your  Hiarpeft  pangs  but  add  to  our  delight. 
We'll  wiih  you  iHil  the  Gout,  if  ItiU  you  wiite. 

Written  in  the  Folds  of  a  Pin-? ape r. 

OF  old,  a  hundred  Cyclops  flrove 
To  forge  the  thunder-bolt  for  Jove ; 
I  too  employ  a  hundred  hands. 
And  travel  through  as  many  lands. 
A  head  I  have,  though  very  fmall. 
But  then  I  have  no  brains  at  all. 
The  mifer  locks  me  up  with  care, 
Clofe  as  his  money,  all  the  year. 
When  John  and  Joan  are  both  at  flrife, 
'Tis  I  find  money  for  the  wife. 
At  court  I  make  the  ladies  lliine, 
I  grace  ev'n  gracious  Caroline  : 
And,  though  I  often  take  my  way 
Through  town  and  country,  land  and  fea, 
I'm  neither  fifh,  flefh,  nor  herring. 
And  now  I  live  with  goody  Verrlng*. 

*  A  feller  of  pins  at  Blaiidfoid.     Pjtt. 


De 
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De  minimis  maxima, 
autore  ludovico  buncombe*. 

T7XIGUA  crefcit  de  glande  altifllma  quercus, 
-*— ^     Et  tandem  patulis  fuigit  in  altra  coinis : 
Dumque  anni  pergunt,  crefcit  latiflima  moles ; 

Mox  fecat  squoreas  bellica  navis  aquas. 
Angliacis  hinc  fama,  falus  hinc  nafcitur  oris, 

Et  glans  eft  noftri  praefidium  imperii. 

Translation  of  the  foregoing,  by   Mr.    PITT. 

T7ROM  a  fmall  acorn,  fee  !  the  oak  arife, 
-*■      Supremely  tall,  and  towering  in  the  lilies ! 
Queen  of  the  groves  !  her  ftately  head  (he  rears. 
Her  balk  increaiing  with  increafmg  years : 
Now  moves  in  pomp,  majeftic,  o'er  the  deep. 
While  in  her  womb  ten  thoufand  thunders  fleep. 
Hence  Britain  boafts  her  far-extended  reign. 
And  by  th'  expanded  acorn  rules  the  main. 

•  See  this  ingenious  young  gentleman's  vcrfes  to  the  memory  of 
Mr.  Hughes,  in  vol.  XXXI.  He  was.fecond  fon  of  John  Dun- 
combe,  Efq.  of  Stocks;  and  died  at  Merton  College,  Oxford, 
where  he  was  a  gentleman  commoner,  Dec.  26,  173 ">}  in  the 
twentieth  year  of  his  age.     N. 
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An      epitaph, 

Jnfcribed  on  a  Stone  that  covers  his  Father,  Mother, 
and  Brother*. 

'T/'E  facred  fpirits !  while  your  friends  diflrefs'd 

■■•     Weep  o'er  your  afhes,  and  lament  the  blefs'd; 
O  let  the  penfive  Mufe  infcribe  that  ftone. 
And  with  the  general  forrows  mLx  her  own  : 
The  penfive  Mufe  ! — who,  from  this  mournful  hour. 
Shall  raife  her  voice,  and  wake  the  firing  no  more  ! 
Of  love,  of  duty,  this  laft  pledge  receive ; 
'Tis  all  a  brother,  all  a  fon  can  give. 

*  Robert  Pitt,  A.  M.  his  eldeft  brother.     See  the  Latin  infcrip- 
tion,  in  Hutchins's  Dorfer,  vol.  I.  p.  83. 
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A  Poem  on  the  Death  of  the  late  Earl  STANHOPE. 
Humbly  infciibed  to  the  Countefs  of  STANHOPE. 

"  At  length,  grun  Fate,  thy  dreadful  triumphs  ceafe : 
"  Lock  up  the  tomb,  and  feal  the  grave  in  peace." 

"^T  OW  from  thy  riot  of  dellruflion  breathe, 

■*-^    Call  in  thy  raging  plagues,  thou  tyrant  Death  : 

Too  mean's  the  coiu|aell  which  thy  arms  bcflow. 

Too  mean  to  f.veep  a  nation  at  a  blow. 

No,  thy  unbounded  triumphs  higher  run. 

And  feem  to  llrike  at  all  mankind  in  one  ; 

Since  Stanhope  is  thy  prey,  the  great,  the  brave, 

A  nobler  prey  was  never  paid  the  gra\e. 

We  feem  to  feel  from  this  thy  darinc^  crime, 

A  blank  in  natur'',  ?.r.d  a  paufe  in  time. 

He  flood  To  high  in  Reafon's  towering  fphere. 

As  liigh  as  man  unglorify'd  could  bear. 

In  arms,  and  eloquence,  like  Ca-far,  fhone 

So  bright,  that  each  Minerva  was  his  own. 

How  could  fo  vafl  a  fund  of  learning  lie 

Shut  up  in  fuch  a  fiiort  mortality  ? 

One  world  of  fcience  nobly  travell'd  o'er. 

Like  Philip's  glorious  fon,  he  wept  for  more. 

And  now,  reiign'd  to  tears,  th'  angelic  choirs. 
With  drooping  heads,  unftring  their  golden  lyres. 
Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  grief,  they  figh  to  view 
Their  facrcd  image  laid  by  death  fo  low  ; 
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And  deep  in  anguifh  funk,  on  Stanhope's  fate. 
Begin  to  doubt  their  own  immortal  flat-. 

But  hold,  my  Mufe,  thy  mournful  tranfport  errSj 
Hold  here,  and  lillen  to  Lucinda's  tears. 
While  thy  vain  forrows  echo  to  his  tomb. 
Behold  a  fight  that  ftrikes  all  forrow  dumb  : 
Behold  the  partner  of  his  cares  and  life. 
Bright  in  her  tears,  and  beautiful  in  grief. 
Shall  then  in  vain  thofe  ftreams  of  forrow  flow, 
Dreil  up  in  all  the  elegance  of  woe  ? 
And  fhall  the  kind  officious  Mufe  forbear 
To  anfwer  figh  for  figh,  and  tell  out  tear  for  tear  ? 
Oh  1  no ;  at  fuch  a  melancholy  fcene. 
The  Poet  echoes  back  her  v/oes  again. 
Each  weeping  Mufe  fhould  minifler  relief. 
From  all  the  moving  eloquence  of  grief. 
Each,  like  a  Niobe,  his  fate  bemoan. 
Melt  into  tears,  or  harden  into  ftone. 
From  dark  obfcurity  his  virtues  fave. 
And,  like  pale  fpeftres,  hover  round  his  grave. 
With  them  the  marble  iliould  due  meaf.ires  keep. 
Relent  at  every  figh,  at  every  accent  weep. 

Britannia  mourn  thy  hero,  nor  refufe 
To  vent  the  fighs  and  forrows  with  the  Mufe : 
Oh  !  let  thy  vifing  groans  load  every  wind. 
Nor  let  one  fluggifh  accent  lag  behind. 
Thy  heavy  fate  with  juftice  to  deplore. 
Convey  a  gale  of  fighs  from  fhore  to  ftiore. 
And  thou,  her  guardian  angel,  widely  fpread 
Thy  golden  wings,  and  fhield  the  mighty  dead. 

Breed 
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Brood  o'er  his  afhes,  and  llluilnous  duft. 
And  footh  with  care  the  venerable  ghoih 
To  guard  the  nobler  relicks,  leave  a  while 
The  kind  protection  of  thy  favourite  Ifle : 
Around  his  filent  tomb,  thy  ftation  keep. 
And,  with  thy  fifter-angel,  learn  to  weep. 

Ye  fons  of  Albion,  o'er  your  patriot  mourn. 
And  cool  with  ftreams  of  tears  his  {acred  urn. 
His  wondrous  virtues,  ftretch'd  to  dlftant  {hore3. 
Demand  all  Europe's  tears,  as  well  as  yours. 
Nature  can't  bring  in  every  period  forth, 
A  finifh'd  hero,  of  exalted  worth, 
Whofe  godlike  gcriius,  towering  and  fublime, 
Muft  long  lie  ripening  in  the  womb  of  time  : 
Before  a  Stanhope  enters  on  the  llage. 
The  birth  of  years,  and  labour  of  an  age. 
In  field,  and  council,  born  the  palm  to  fhare. 
His  voice  a  fenate,  as  his  fword  a  war  : 
And  each  illuftrious  aftion  of  his  life, 
Confpire  to  form  the  patriot,  and  the  chief; 
On  either  fide,  unite  their  blended  rays, 
A.nd  kindly  mingle  in  a  fiiendly  blaze. 

Stand  out,  and  witncfs  this,  unhappy  Spain, 
Lift  up  to  view  the  mountains  of  thy  flain  : 
Tell  how  thy  heroes  yielded  to  their  fear. 
When  Stanhope  rouz'd  the  thunder  of  the  war: 
With  what  fierce  tumults  of  fevere  delight 
I'h'  impetuous  hero  plung'd  into  tlic  fight. 
How  he  the  dreadful  front  of  death  defac'd, 
f  our'd  on  the  foe,  and  laid  the  battle  wafte. 

Did 
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Did  not  his  arm  the  ranks  of  war  deform. 
And  point  the  hovering  tumult  where  to  ftorm  ? 
Did  not  his  fword  through  legion?  cleave  his  way. 
Break  their  dark  fquadrons,  and  let  in  the  day  ? 
Did  not  he  lead  the  terrible  attack, 
Pufh  conqueft  on,  and  bring  her  bleeding  back? 
Throw  wide  the  fcenes  of  horror  and  defpair. 
The  tide  of  conflidl,  and  the  ftream  of  war  ? 
Bid  yellow  Tagus,  who  in  triumph  roll'd. 
Till  then  his  turbid  tides  of  foaming  gold, 
Boall  his  rich  channels  to  the  world  no  more. 
Since  all  his  glittering  ftreams,  and  liquid  ore. 
Lie  undillingulh'd  in  a  flood  of  gore. 
Bid  his  charg'd  waves,  and  loaded  billows  f,veep. 
Thy  flaughter'd  thoufands  to  the  frighted  deep. 
Confefs,  fair  Albion,  how  the  liftening  throng 
Dwelt  on  the  movirig  accents  of  his  tongue. 
In  the  fagc  council  feat  him,  and  confefs 
Thy  arm  in  war,  thy  oracle  in  peace  : 
How  here  triumphant  too,  his  nervous  fcnfe 
Bore  off  the  palm  of  manly  eloquence  : 
The  healing  balm  to  Albion's  wounds  apply'd. 
And  charm 'd  miited  fadlions  to  his  fide : 
Fix'd  on  his  fovereign's  head  the  nodding  crov^oi. 
And  prcp'd  the  tottering  bafis  of  the  throne. 
Supported  bravely  all  the  nation's  weight. 
And  Hood  the  public  Atlas  of  the  ftate. 

Sound  the  loud  trumpet,  let  the  folemn  knell 
Bid  with  d'je  horror  his  great  foul  farewel. 

Tune 
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Tune  ever}--  martial  inllrument  with  care. 
At  once  wake  al!  the  harmony  of  wur. 
Let  each  fad  hero  in  proceflion  go. 
And  fvvell  the  vail  folemiuty  of  woe. 
Negleifl  the  yew,  the  mournful  cyprefs  leave. 
And  with  frefh  laurels  ftrcw  the  warrior's  grave. 
There  they  fhall  rife,  in  honour  of  Ixis  name. 
Grow  green  with  vidory,  and  bloom  with  fame. 

Lo  I  from  his  azure  throne,  old  father  Thames 
Sighs  through  his  floods,  and  groans  from  all  his  llreams  : 
O'er  his  full  urn  he  droops  his  reverend  head. 
And  fmks  down  deeper  in  his  oozy  bed. 
As  the  fad  pomp  proceeds  along  his  fides, 
O'ercharg'd  with  forrovv,  pant  his  heaving  tides. 
Low  in  his  humid  palace  laid  to  mourn. 
With  ftreams  of  tears,  the  God  fupplies  his  urn. 
Within  his  channels  he  forgets  to  flow. 
And  pours  o'er  all  his  bounds  the  deluge  of  his  woe. 

But  fee,  my  Mufe,  if  yet  thy  ravifli'd  fight 
Can  bear  that  blaze,  that  rulhing  flream  of  light ; 
Where  the  great  hero's  difencumber'd  foul. 
Springs  from  the  earth,  to  reach  her  native  pole. 
Boldly  flie  quits  th'  abandon'd  caflc  of  clay. 
Freed  from  her  chains,  and  towers  th'  sethereal  way  : 
Soars  o'er  th'  eternal  funds  of  hail  and  fnow. 
And  leaves  heaven's  ftormy  magazines  below. 
Thence  through  the  vail  profound  of  heaven  Ihe  flies. 
And  mcafurcs  all  the  concave  of  the  fkies  : 
Sees  wiiere  the  planetaiy  worlds  advance. 
Orb  above  orb,  and  lead  the  ilarry  dance. 

Nor 
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Nor  refts  (he  there,  but,  with  a  bolder  flight. 
Explores  the  undifcover'd  realms  of  light. 
Where  the  fix'd  orbs,  to  deck  the  fpangled  pole. 
In  ftate  around  their  gaudy  axles  roll. 
Thence  his  afpiring  courfe  in  triumph  fleers. 
Beyond  the  golden  circles  of  the  fpheres ; 
Into  the  heaven  of  heavens,  the  feat  divine. 
Where  Nature  never  drew  her  mighty  line. 
A  region  that  excludes  all  time  and  place. 
And  Ihuts  creation  from  th'  unbounded  fpace : 
Where  the  full  tides  of  light  in  oceans  flow. 
And  fee  the  fun  ten  thoufand  worlds  below. 
So  far  from  our  inferior  orbs  disjoin'd. 
The  tir'd  imagination  pants  behind. 
Then  ceafe  thy  painful  flight,  nor  venture  more. 
Where  never  Mufe  has  llretch'd  her  wing  before. 
Thy  pinions  tempt  immortal  heights  in  vain. 
That  throw  thee  fluttering  back  to  earth  again. 

On  earth  a  while,  bleft  ihade,  thy  thoughts  employ. 
And  Ileal  one  moment  from  eternal  joy. 
While  there,  in  heaven,  im.m.ortal  fongs  infpire 
Thy  golden  firings,  and  tremble  on  the  lyre, 
W^hich  raife  to  nobler  flrains  th*  angelic  choir. 
Look  down  with  pity  on  a  mortal's  lays. 
Who  flrives,  in  vain,  to  reach  thy  boundlefs  praife  : 
Who  with  low  verfe  profanes  thy  facred  name. 
Loft  in  the  fpreading  circle  of  thy  fame. 
Thy  fame,  which,  like  thyfelf,  is  mounted  high. 
Wide  as  thy  heaven,  and  lofty  as  thy  fky. 

Vol.  LII.  K.  And 
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And  thou,  his  pious  confort,  here  below, 
Lavifli  of  grief,  and  prodigal  of  woe  : 
Oh  !  choak  thy  griefs,  thy  rifing  fighs  fupprefs. 
Nor  let  thy  forrows  violate  his  peace. 
This  rage  of  anguilh,  that  dildains  relief. 
Dims  his  brigiit  joys,  with  fome  allay  of  grief. 
Look  on  Jiis  dearcft  pledge,  he  left  behind. 
And  fee  how  Nature,  bountiful  and  kind. 
Stamps  the  paternal  image  on  his  mind. 
Oh  !  may  th'  hereditary  virtues  run 
In  fair  fuccefiion,  to  adorn  the  fon ; 
The  laft  bell  hopes  of  Albion's  realms  to  grace. 
And  form  tlie  hero  worthy  of  his  race  : 
Some  means  at  laft  by  Britain  may  be  found. 
To  dry  her  tears,  and  clofe  her  bleeding  wound. 
And  if  the  Mufe  tlirough  future  times  can  fee. 
Fair  youth,  thy  father  Ihall  revive  in  thee  : 
Thou  (halt  the  wondering  nation's  hopes  engage. 
To  rife  the  Stanhope  of  the  future  age. 
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EPITAPH    ON    Dr.    K  E  I  L. 
The  late  famous  Aftronomer. 

"D  E  N  E  ATH  this  Hone  the  world's  juft  wonder  lies, 

"*-'  Who,  while  on  earth,  had  rang'd  the  fpacious  fldes ; 

Around  the  ftars  his  adi\'e  foul  had  flown. 

And  feen  their  courfes  finifh'd  ere  his  own : 

Now  he  enjoys  thofe  realms  he  could  explore. 

And  finds  that  heaven  he  knew  fo  well  before. 

He  through  more  worlds  his  vidory  purfued 

Than  the  brave  Greek  could  wifli  to  have  fubdued ; 

In  triumph  ran  one  vail  creation  o'er. 

Then  Itop'd, — for  Nature  could  afford  no  more. 

With  Ca:far's  fpeed,  young  Ammon's  noble  pride. 

He  came,  faw,  vancjuilli'd,  wept,  return'd,  and  died. 


K  2  HO- 


13*  PITT'S    POEMS. 

HORACE,    Book  II.   Ep.  XIX.     I.mitatfd. 
An  Epistle  to  Mr.  Robert  Lowth  *. 

^'"r^IS  fuid,  dear  Sir,  no  poets  pleafe  the  town, 

-''     Who  drink  mere  water,  though  from  Helicon  : 
For  in  cold  blood  they  feldom  boldly  think ; 
Their  rhymes  are  more  infipid  than  their  drink. 
Not  great  Apollo  could  the  train  infpire, 
Till  generous  Bacchus  hclp'd  to  fan  the  fire. 
Warm'd  by  two  Gods  at  once,  they  drink  and  write. 
Rhyme  all  t!ie  day,  and  fuddle  all  the  night. 
Homer,  fays    Horace,  nod;  in  many  a  place. 
But  hints,  he  nodded  oftner  o'er  the  glafs. 
Infplr'd  with  wine  old  Ennius  fung  and  thought 
With  the  fame  fpirit,  that  his  heroes  fought: 
And  we  from  Johnfon's  tavern-laws  divine. 
That  bard  was  no  great  enemy  to  wine. 
'Twas  from  the  bottle  King  deriv'd  his  wit, 
D;"ank  till  he  could  not  talk,  and  then  he  writ. 
Let  no  coiPd  ferjeant  touch  the  fucred  juice. 
But  leave  it  to  the  bards  for  better  ufe : 
Let  the  gra'/e  judges  too  the  glafs  forbear. 
Who  never  fmg  and  dance  but  once  a  year. 
This  truth  once  known,  our  poets  take  the  hinii 
Get  drunk  or  mad,  and  then  get  into  print : 
To  raife  their  flames  indulge  the  mellow  ht. 
And  lofe  their  fenfc>  in  the  fcarch  of  wit ; 

*  Lite  B'.ftiop  ot  LonJin. 
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And  when  with  claret  fir'd  they  take  the  pen. 

Swear  they  can  write,  becaufe  they  drink,  Uke  Ben. 

Such  mimic  Swift  or  Prior  to  their  cell. 

For  in  the  rafh  attempt  the  fools  are  loft. 

When  once  a  genius  breaks  through  common  rules. 

He  leads  an  herd  of  imitating  fools. 

If  Pope,  the  prince  of  poets,  fick  a-bcd. 

O'er  fteaming  coffee  bends  his  aching  head. 

The  fools  in  public  o'er  the  fragrant  draught 

Incline  thofe  heads,  that  never  ach'd  or  thought. 

This  muft  provoke  his  mirth  or  his  difdain. 

Cure  his  complaint, — or  make  him  fick  again, 

I  too,  like  them,  the  poet's  path  purfue. 

And  keep  great  Flaccus  ever  in  my  view ; 

But  in  a  diftant  view — yet  what  I  write. 

In  thefe  loofe  fhects,  muft  never  fee  the  light; 

Epiftles,  odes,  and  twenty  trifles  more. 

Things  tliat  are  born  and  die  in  half  an  hour. 

What !  you  muft  dedicate,  fays  fneering  Spence, 

This  year  fome  new  performance  to  the  prince : 

Though  money  is  your  fcorn,  no  doubt  in  time 

You  hope  to  gain  fome  vacant  ftall  by  rhyme ; 

Like  other  poets,  were  the  truth  but  known. 

You  too  admiie  whatever  is  your  own. 

Thefe  wife  remarks  my  modefty  confound. 

While  the  laugh  rifes,  and  the  mirth  goes  round ; 

Vext  at  the  jeft,  yet  glad  to  fhun  a  fray, 

I  whilk  into  my  coach,  and  drive  away. 

Ki  To 
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To    Mr.    S  P  E  N  CE. 
Prefixed  to  the  Essay  on  Pope's  Odvssey- 

^rr^IS  done — Reftor'd  by  thy  immortal  pen, 

-*■     The  critic's  noble  name  revives  again ; 
Once  more  that  great,  that  injur'd  name  we  fee 
Shine  forth  alike  in  Addifon  and  thee. 

Like  curs,  our  critics  haunt  the  poet's  feaft. 
And  feed  on  fcraps  rcfus'd  by  every  guert ; 
From  the  old  Thracian  *  dog  they  Icarn'd  the  way 
To  fnarl  in  want,  and  grumble  o'er  their  prey. 
As  though  they  grudg'd  thcmfelves  the  joys  they  feci, 
Vex'd  to  be  charm'd,  and  pleas'd  againll  their  will. 
Such  their  inverted  taile,  that  we  expeft 
For  faults  their  thanks,  for  beauties  their  neglefl; 
So  the  fell  fnake  rejeds  the  fragrant  flowers. 
But  every  poifon  of  the  field  devours. 

Like  bold  Longinus  of  immortal  fame. 
You  read  your  poet  with  a  poet's  flame ; 
With  his,  your  generous  raptures  fHll  aJpire ; 
The  critic  kindles  when  the  bard's  on  fire. 
But  when  feme  lame,  feme  limping  line  demandi; 
The  friendly  fuccour  of  your  healing  hands ; 
The  feather  of  your  pen  drops  balm  around. 
And  plays,  and  tickles,  wiiile  it  cures  tlie  wound. 

While  Pope's  immortal  labour  we  furvey. 
We  Hand  all  dazzled  with  excefs  of  day, 

•  Zoilus,  fvj  calkd  by  the  ancients. 

Blind 
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Blind  with  tlie  glorious  blaze ; — to  vulgar  fight 
'Twas  one  bright  mafs  of  undiftinguifh'd  light ; 
But,  like  the  towering  eagle,  you  alone 
Difcern'd  the  fpots  and  fplendors  of  the  fun. 
To  point  out  faults,  yet  never  to  offend  ; 
To  play  the  critic,  yet  preferve  the  friend  j 
A  life  well  fpent,  that  never  loll  a  day ; 
An  eafy  fpirit,  innocently  gay  ; 
A  ftridt  integrity,  devoid  of  art ; 
The  fweeteft  manners,  and  fmcereft  heart ; 
A  foul,  where  depth  of  fenfe  and  fancy  meetj 
A  judgment  brighten 'd  by  the  beams  of  wit. 
Were  ever  yours;— be  what  you  were  before. 
Be  Itiil  yourfelf ;  the  world  can  afk  no  more. 


Imitation    of    SPENSER. 

I. 

\   Well-known  vafe  of  fovereign  ufe  I  fing, 
•^^^  Pleafmg  to  young  and  old,  and  Jordan  highr. 
The  lovely  queen,  and  eke  the  haughty  king 
Snatch  up  this  vedel  in  the  murky  night: 
Ne  Hves  there  poor,  ne  hves  there  wealthy  wight. 
But  ufes  it  in  mantle  brown  or  green ; 
Sometimes  it  ftands  array'd  in  gloffy  white ; 
And  eft  in  mighty  dortours  may  be  feen 
Of  China's  fragile  earth,  with  azure  flowrets  Iheen. 

K  4  IL  The 
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II. 
The  virgin,  comely  as  the  dewy  rofe. 
Here  gently  (heds  the  ibf'tly-whifpering  rill ; 
The  frannion,  who  ne  fhame  ne  blulhing  knows. 
At  once  the  potter's  gloffy  vafe  does  fill  j 
It  whizzes  like  the  waters  from  a  mill. 
Here  frouzy  houfewives  clear  their  loaded  reins ; 
The  beef- fed  juftice,  who  fat  ale  doth  fwill, 
Grafps  the  round-handled  jar,  and  tries,  and  ftrains. 

While  Howly  dribbling  down  the  fcanty  water  drains. 
III. 
The  dame  of  Fraunce  fhall  w  ithout  fhame  convey 
This  ready  needment  to  its  proper  place ; 
Yet  fhall  the  daughters  of  tlie  lond  of  Fay 
Learn  better  amenaunce  and  decent  grace ; 
Warm  blufhes  lend  a  beauty  to  their  face. 
For  virtue's  comely  tints  their  cheeks  adorn ; 
Thus  o'er  the  diftant  hillocks  you  may  trace 
The  purple  beamings  of  the  infant  morn  : 

Sweet  are  our  blooming  maids — tlie  fv/eetell  creatures 
born. 

IV. 
None  but  their  hufbands  or  their  lovers  true 
They  trull  with  management  of  their  affairs ; 
Nor  even  thefe  their  privacy  may  view. 
When  the  fbft  beavys  feek  the  bower  by  pairs  : 
Then  from  the  fight  accoy'd,  like  timorous  hares. 
From  mate  or  bellamour  alike  they  fly; 
Think  not,  good  f'vvain,  that  thefe  are  fcornful  airs. 
Think  not  for  hate  they  fhun  thine  amorous  eye. 

Soon  Ihall  the  fair  return,  nor  done  thee,  youth,  to  dye. 

V.  "\^'hile 
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V. 

While  Belgic  frows  acrofs  a  charcoal  ftove 

(Repleniih'd  like  the  Veftal's  lading  fire) 

Bren  for  whole  years,  andfcorch  the  parts  of  love. 

No  longer  parts  that  can  delight  infpire, 

Erll  cave  of  blifs,  now  monumental  pyre; 

O  Britiih  maid,  for  ever  clean  and  neat. 

For  whom  I  aye  will  wake  my  Ample  lyre. 

With  dbuble  care  preferve  that  dun  retreat. 

Fair  Venus'  myftic  bower,  Dan  Cupid's  feather'd  feat. 
VI. 
So  may  your  hours  fo ft- Aiding  flea!  away. 
Unknown  to  gnarring  flander  and  to  bale. 
O'er  feas  of  blifs  peace  guide  her  gondelay, 
Ne  bitter  dole  impeft  the  pafhng  gale. 
O  !  fwecter  than  the  liHes  of  tlie  dale. 
In  your  foft  breads  the  fruits  of  joyance  grow. 
Ne  fell  defpair  be  here  with  vifage  pale. 
Brave  be  the  youth  from  whom  your  bofoms  glow, 

Ne  other  joy  but  you  the  faithful  llriplings  know. 

Epistle    to    J.    PITT,    Esq^ 
In  Imitation  of  HORACE,    Epist.  IV.   Book  I. 
Dear  Sir, 


T 


O  all  my  trifles  you  attend. 
But  drop  the  critic  to  indulge  the  friend. 
And  with  moft  chriftiau  patience  lofe  your  time. 
To  hear  me  preach,  or  pefter  you  with  rhyme. 

Here 
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Here  with  my  books  or  friend  1  fpeiid  the  day. 

But  how  at  Kingllon  pafs  your  hours  away  ? 

Say,  fhiall  we  fee  fome  plan  with  raviih'd  eyes. 

Some  future  pile  in  miniature  arife  ? 

(A  model  to  excel  iu  every  part 

Judicious  Jones,  or  great  Palladio's  art) 

Or  fome  new  bill,  that,  when  the  houfe  is  met. 

Shall  claim  their  thanks,  and  pay  the  nation's  debt? 

Or  have  you  ftudy'd  in  the  fdent  wood  - 

The  facred  duties  of  the  wife  and  good  ? 

Nature,  who  form'd  you,  nobly  crown'd  the  whole 

With  a  llreng  body,  and  as  firm  a  foul : 

Tlie  piaife  is  yours  to  finilh  every  part 

With  all  th'  embeliifliments  of  talte  and  art. 

Some  fee  in  canker'd  heaps  theii*  riches  roll'd. 

Your  bounty  gives  new  lullre  to  your  gold. 

Could  your  dead  father  hope  a  greater  blifs. 

Or  your  furviving  parent  more  than  this  ? 

Than  fuch  a  foil a  lover  of  the  laws. 

And  ever  true  to  honour's  glorious  caufe : 

Who  fcorns  all  parties,  though  by  parties  fought : 

Who  greatly  tlimks,  and  truly  fpeaks  his  thought : 

With  all  the  chafte  feverity  of  fev.k. 

Truth,  judgment,  wit,  and  manly  eloquence. 

So  in  his  youth  great  Cato  was  rever'd. 

By  Pompey  courted,  and  by  C.rfar  fear'd: 

Both  he  difdain'd  alike  wicii  godlike  pride. 

For  Rome  and  Liberty  he  liv'd and  dy'd. 

In  each  perfcftion  as  you  rife  fo  fill, 

Vv'"cll  may  you  tiiink  each  day  may  be  your  laft. 

Uncom- 
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Uncommon  worth  is  ftill  with  fate  at  ftrife. 
Still  inconfifteut  with  a  length  of  life. 
The  future  time  is  ever  in  your  power. 
Then  'tis  clear  gain  to  feize  the  prefent  hour ; 
Break  from  the  ferions  thought,  and  laugh  away 
In  Pimpern  walls  one  idle  eafy  day. 
You'll  find  your  rhyming  kinfman  well  in  cafe. 
For  ever  fix'd  to  the  deHcious  place. 

Tho'  not  like  L with  corpulence  o'ergrov.Ti, 

For  he  has  twenty  cures,  and  I  but  one. 

Epistle    to    Mr.    S  P  E  N  C  E. 

In  Imitation  of  H  O  R  A  C  E,   Epist,  X.  Book  I. 

T  TEALTH  from  the  bard  who  loves  the  rural  fport, 

■*■■*•  To  the  more  noble  bard  that  haunts  the  court : 

In  every  other  point  of  life  we  chime. 

Like  two  foft  lines  when  coupled  into  rhyme. 

I  praife  a  fpacious  villa  to  the  fey. 

You  a  clofe  garret  fail  five  flories  high; 

I  revel-here  in  Nature's  varied  f^'eets. 

You  in  the  nobler  fcents  of  London  ftreets, 

I  left  the  oourt,  and  here  at  eaie  reclin'd. 

Am  happier  than  the  king  who  ftaid  behind : 

Tv/elve  iHfling  diihes  I  could  fcarce  live  o'er. 

At  home  I  dine  with  luxury  on  four. 

Where  would  a  man  of  judgment  chufe  a  feat. 

But  in  a  wholefome,  rural,  foft  retreat? 

Where  hills  adorn  the  manfion  they  defend  ? 

Where  could  he  bettet  auf^er  Nature's  end? 

Here 


J40  PITT'S     POEMS. 

Here  from  the  fea  the  melting  breezes  rife. 

Unbind  the  fnow,  and  warm  the  wintry  fkies  : 

Here  gtntle  gales  the  dog-ftar's  heat  allay. 

And  lofdy  breathing  cool  the  fultry  day. 

How  free  from  curcb,  from  dangers  and  affright. 

In  pleafmg  dreams  I  pafs  the  filent  night ! 

Does  not  the  variegated  marble  yield 

To  the  gay  colours  of  the  flowery  field  ? 

Can  the  New-river's  artificial  Ih'eams, 

Or  the  thick  waters  of  the  troubled  Thames, 

In  many  a  winding  rufty  pipe  convey'd. 

Or  dalli'd  and  broken  down  a  deep  cafcade. 

With  our  clear  filver  flreams  in  fweetnefs  vie. 

That  in  eternal  riils  run  bubbling  by  ; 

In  dimples  o'er  the  polifh'd  pebbles  pafs. 

Glide  o'er  the  fands,  or  glitter  through  the  grafs  ? 

And  yet  in  town  the  country  profpefts  pleafe. 

Where  itately  colonades  are  flank 'd  with  trees : 

On  a  whole  country  looks  the  mafter  down 

With  pride,  where  fcarce  five  acres  are  his  own. 

Yet  nature,  though  repell'd,  maintains  her  part. 

And  in  her  turn  fhe  triumphs  over  art ; 

The  hand-maid  now  may  prejudice  our  tafte. 

But  the  fair  miflrefs  will  prevail  at  lafl. 

That  man  muft  fmart  at  laft  whofe  puzzled  fight 

Millakes  in  life  falfe  colours  for  the  right ; 

As  the  poor  dupe  is  fure  his  lofs  to  rue. 

Who  takes  a  Pinchbeck  guinea  for  a  true. 

The  wretch,  whofe  frantic  pride  kind  fortune  crowns. 

Grows  twice  as  abjcd  when  the  ^oddefs  frowns; 

As 
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As  he,  who  rifes  when  his  head  turns  round, 
Murt  tumble  twice  as  heavy  to  the  ground. 
Then  love  not  grandeur,  'tis  a  fplendid  curfe ; 
The  more  the  love,  the  harder  the  divorce. 
We  live  far  happier  by  thefe  gurgling  fprings. 
Than  ftatcfmen,  courtiers,  counfellors,  or  kings. 
The  ftag  expell'd  the  courfer  from  the  plain  ; 

What  can  he  do  ? he  begs  the  aid  of  man ; 

He  takes  the  bit  and  proudly  bears  away 

His  new  ally ;  he  fights  and  wins  the  day : 

But,  ruin'd  by  fuccefs,  lis  ftrives  in  vain 

To  quit  his  mailer  and  the  curb  again. 

So  from  the  fear  of  want  moft  wretches  fly. 

But  lofe  their  noblelt  wealth,  their  liberty ; 

To  their  imperious  paflions  they  fubmit. 

Who  mount,  ride,  fpur,  but  never  draw  the  bit. 

'Tis  with  your  fortune,  Spence,  as  with  your  Ihoe, 

A  large  may  wrench,  a  fmall  one  wring  your  toe- 

'then  bear  your  fortune  in  the  golden  mean. 

Not  every  man  is  born  to  be  a  dean. 

I'll  bear  your  jeers,  if  ever  I  am  known 

To  feek  two  cures,  when  fcarce  I  merit  one. 

i<ich?s,  'ti)  true,  feme  fervice  may  afford. 

Bur  oftner  play  the  tyrant  o'er  their  lord. 

Money  I  fcorn,  but  keep  a  little  ftill. 

To  pay  my  do6tor's,  or  my  lawyer's  bill. 

From  Encciabc'o  CoL  romantic  fcenes  I  v/rite. 

Deep  funk  in  eafe,  in  pleafure  and  delight ; 

Yet,  though  her  g'^n'rous  lord  himfelf  is  here, 

'  i'>voulu  be  one  pieaiiire  more,  could  you  appear. 

Invx* 
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Invitation    to   a    Friend    aL    Court. 

T  F  you  can  leave  for  books  the  crowded  court, 
-*■  And  generous  Bourdeaux  for  a  glafs  of  Port, 
To  thcfe  fvveet  folitudcs  w'.thout  delay 
Break  from  the  world's  impeninence  away. 

Soon  as  the  fun  the  f  ce  of  nature  gilds. 
For  health  and  pleafurc  will  we  range  the  fields ; 
O'er  her  gay  fcenes  and  opening  beauties  run. 
While  all  the  vaft  creation  is  our  own. 
But  when  liis  golden  globe  with  faded  h'ght 
Yields  to  the  folemn  empire  of  the  night; 
And  in  her  fober  majeily  the  moon 
With  milder  glories  mounts  her  filver  throne  ; 
Amidft  ten  thoufand  orbs  with  fplendour  crown'd. 
That  pour  their  tributary  beams  around  ; 
Through  the  long  level'd  tube  our  ftrengthen'd  fight 
Shall  mark  dillin(ft  the  fpangles  of  the  nigjit ; 
From  world  to  world  (hall  dart  the  boundlefs  eye. 
And  ftretch  from  liar  to  ilar,  from  flcy  to  fky. 

The  buzzing  infeifl  families  appear. 
When  flms  unbind  the  rigour  of  the  year  ; 
Quick  glance  the  myriads  round  the  evening  bower, 
Hofls  of  a  day,  or  nations  of  an  hour. 
Aftonilh'd  we  (hall  fee  th'  unfolding  race, 
Streich'd  out  in  bulk,  within  the  polifh'd  glafs ; 
Through  whofe  fmall  convex  a  new  world  we  fpy. 
Ne'er  fcen  before,  but  by  a  Seraph's  eye  ! 

So 
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So  long  in  dcyknefs  fhut  from  human  kind 
Lay  half  God's  wonders  to  a  point  confm'd  1 
But  in  one  peopled  drop  we  now  furvey 
In  pnde  of  power  feme  little  monfter  play  ; 
O'er  tribes  invifible  he  leigns  alone. 
And  ftruts  a  tyrant  of  a  world  his  own. 

Now  will  we  ftudy  Homer's  awful  page. 
Now  warm  oui-  fouls  with  Pindar's  noble  rage : 
To  Englllh  lays  ihall  Flaccus'  lyre  be  ftrung, 
7\nd  lofty  Virgil  fpeak  the  Britilh  tongue. 
Immortal  Mrgil !  at  thy  facred  name 
I  tremble  now,  and  now  I  pant  for  fame ; 
Vv'ith  eager  hopes  this  moment  I  afpire 
To  catch  or  emulate  thy  glorious  "fire ; 
The  next  purfue  the  ralli  attempt  no  more. 
But  drop  the  quill,  bow,  wonder,  and  adore  j 
By  thy  Ilrong  genius  overcome  and  aw'd  ! 
That  fire  from  heaven  !   that  fpirit  of  a  God  ! 
Pleas'd  and  tranfported  with  thy  name  I  tend 
Beyond  my  theme,  forgetful  of  my  friend ; 
And  from  my  firft  defiga  by  rapture  led, 
Negleiit  the  living  poet  for  the  dead. 


EpJSTtS 
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Epistle    to    Mr.    S  P  E  N  C  E. 

When  Tutor  to  Lord  Mi»dlesex. 

In  Imitation  of  HORACE/  Book  I.  Epist.  XVIJI. 

O  P  EN  C  E,  with  a  friend  you  pafs  the  hours  away 
*^  In  pointed  jokes,  yet  innocently  gay  : 
You  ever  diifer'd  from  a  flatterer  more, 
Tlian  a  chafte  lady  from  a  flaunting  whore. 

'Tis  true  you  rallied  every  fault  you  found. 
But  gently  tickled,  while  you  cur'd  the  wound : 
Unlike  the  paultry  poets  of  the  town. 
Rogues  who  expofe  themfelves  for  half  a  crown  : 
And  flill  impofe  on  every  foul  they  meet 
Rudenefs  for  fenfc,  and  ribaldry  for  wit : 
Who,  though  half-ftarv'd,  in  fpite  of  time  and  place. 
Repeat  their  rhymes,  though  dinner  llays  for  grace  : 
And  as  their  poverty  their  drciles  fit. 
They  think  of  courfe  a  lloven  is  a  wit ; 
But  fenfe  (a  truth  thefe  coxcombs  ne'er  fufpefl) 
Lies  juft  'twixt  afFeftation  and  negledl. 

One  ftep  Hill  lower,  if  you  can,  defcend. 
To  the  mean  wretch,  the  great  man's  humble  friend ; 
That  moving  fliade,  that  pendant  at  hi^  car, 
1'hat  tvvo-legg'd  dog.  Hill  p.  wing  on  the  peer. 
Studying  hli  looks,  and  watcliing  at  the  board. 
He  gapes  to  catch  the  droppings  of  my  lord ; 
Andj  tickled  to  the  foul  at  every  joke. 
Like  a  prefs'd  watch,  repeats  wkat  t'other  fpoke  : 
Echo  to  nonf^nfe  !  fuch  a  fcene  to  hear  ! 
^  1  is  jiiil  like  Punch  and  hii  interpreter. 

Or, 
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On  trifles  fome  are  earneftly  abfurd. 
You'll  think  the  world  depends  on  ev'ry  word. 
What,  is  not  every  mortal  free  to  fpeak  ? 
I'll  give  my  reafons>  the'  I  break  my  neck. 
And  what's  the  queftion  ? — if  it  fhines  or  rains. 
Whether  'tis  twelve  or  fifteen  miles  to  Staines, 

The  wretch  reduc'd  to  rags  by  every  vice. 
Pride,  proje-ils,  races,  miftreffes,  and  dice. 
The  rich  rogue  fliuns,  though  full  as  bad  as  he. 
And  knows  a  quarrel  is  good  huflsandry, 

'Tis  ftrange,  cries  Peter,  you  are  out  of  pelf, 
I'm  fure  I  thought  you  wifer  than  myfelf ; 
Yet  gives  him  nothing  -  but  advice  too  late. 
Retrench,  or  rather  mortgage  your  eftate, 
I  can  advance  the  fum, — 'tis  bell  for  both ; 
But  henceforth  cut  your  coat  to  match  your  cloth, 

A  miniiler,  in  mere  revenge  and  fport. 
Shall  give  Ms  foe  a  paltry  place  at  court. 
The  dupe  for  every  royal  birth-day  buys 
New  horfes,  coaches,  cloaths,  and  liveries ; 
Plies  at  the  levee,  and  diitinguifli'd  there 
Lives  on  the  royal  whifper  for  a  year ; 
His  wenches  ftane  in  Brufiels  and  Brocade  ! 
And  now  the  wretch,  rldiculoufly  mad. 
Draws  on  his  banker,  mortgages  and  fails. 
Then  to  the  country  runs  away  from  jails : 
There  ruin'd  by  the  court  he  fells  a  vote 
To  the  next  burgefs,  as  of  old  he  bouglit ; 
Rubs  down  the  fteeds  which  once  his  chariot  bore. 
Or  fweeps  the  town,  v,hich  once  he  ferv'd  before. 

Vol.  LII.  L  But. 
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But,  by  this  roving  meteor  led,  I  tend 
Beyond  my  theme,  forgetful  of  my  friend. 
Then  take  advice ;  I  preach  not  out  of  time. 
When  good  lord  Middlefex  is  bent  on  rhyme. 

Their  humour  check'd,  or  inclination  crofs'd. 
Sometimes  the  friendfliip  of  the  great  is  loll. 
Unlefs  call'd  out  to  wench,  be  fure  comply. 
Hunt  when  he  hunts,  and  lay  the  Fathers  by  : 
For  your  reward  you  gain  his  love,  and  dine 
On  the  bell  venifon  and  the  bell  French  wine. 
Nor  to  lord  ******  make  the  obfervation. 
How  the  twelve  peers  have  anfwer'd  their  creation. 
Nor  in  your  wine  or  wrath  betray  your  trull. 
Be  fdent  Hill,  and  obllinatcly  jull : 
Explore  no  fecrets,  draw  no  charadlers. 
For  echo  will  repeat,  and  walls  have  ears : 
Nor  let  a  bufy  fool  a  fecrct  know, 
A  fccret  gripes  him  till  he  lets  it  go  : 
Words  are  like  bullets/  and  we  wifli  in  vain. 
When  once  difcharg'd,  to  call  them  back  again. 
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Defend,  dear  Spence,  the  honefl;  and  the  civil. 

But  to  cry  up  a  rafcal that's  the  devil. 

Who  guards  a  good  man's  charadler,  'tis  known,  || 

At  the  fame  time  protc£ls  and  guards  his  own.  ' 

For  as  with  houfcs  'tis  with  people's  names, 
A  filed  may  fet  a  palace  all  on  flames ; 
The  fire  ncgleiSled  on  the  cottage  preys. 
But  mounts  at  lall  into  a  general  blaze. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  a  fine  thing,  Tome  think,  a  lord  to  know ; 
I  wifh  his  tradefmen  could  but  think  {o  too. 

He  gives  his  word then  all  your  hopes  are  gone : 

He  gives  his  honour then  you're  quite  undone. 

His  and  fome  women's  love  the  fame  are  found ; 
You  rafhly  board  a  firefliip,  and  are  drown'd. 

Moll  folks  fo  partial  to  themfeives  are  grown. 
They  hate  a  temper  differing  from  their  own. 
The  grave  abhor  the  gay,  the  gay  the  fid. 
And  formalills  pronounce  the  witty  mad : 
The  fot,  who  drinks  fix  bottles  in  a  place. 
Swears  at  the  flinchers  who  refufe  their  glaf:. 
Would  you  not  pafs  for  an  ill-natur'd  man. 
Comply  with  every  humour  that  you  can. 

Pope  will  inftruft  you  hovv'  to  pafs  away 
Your  time  like  him,  and  ne\'er  lofc  a  day ; 
From  hopes  or  fears  your  quiet  to  defend. 
To  all  mankind  as  to  yourfelf  a  friend. 
And,  facred  from  the  world,  retir'd,  unknown* 
To  lead  a  life  with  mortals  like  his  own. 

When  to  delicious  Pimperne  I  rethe. 
What  greater  biifs,  my  Spence,  can  I  defire  ? 
Contented  there  my  eafy  hours  I  fpend 
With  maps,  globes,  books,  my  bottle,  and  a  friend. 
There  can  I  live  upon  my  income  Hill, 
E'en  though  the  houfe  ftiould  pafs  the  Quakers  bill ; 
Yet  to  my  Ihare  Ihould  fome  good  prebend  fall, 
I  think  myfelf  of  fize  to  fall  a  Ibll. 
For  lite  or  wealth  let  Heaven  my  lot  aflign, 
.\  firm  and  even  foul  fhall  flill  be  mine, 
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To  the  Right  Honourable  PHILIP,  Earl  Stakhope, 
Vifcount  Mahon,  and  Baron  Elvaston,  this 
Tranflation  is  dedicated,  by  his  Lordfhip's  humble 
Servant  and  Chaplain, 

Christopher   Pitt. 

BOOK    I. 

/^  IVE  me,  ye  facred  Mufes,  to  impart 
^^   The  hidden  fecrets  of  your  tuneful  art ; 
Give  me  your  awful  myilerics  to  fing. 
Unlock,  and  open  wide,  your  facred  fpring ; 
While  from  his  infancy  the  Bard  I  lead. 
And  fet  him  on  your  mountain's  loftv  head ; 
Direft  his  courfe,  and  point  him  out  the  road 
To  fmg  in  epic  ftrains  an  hero  or  a  God. 

What  youth,  whofe  generous  bofom  pants  for  praife. 
Will  dare  with  me  to  beat  thofe  arduous  ways  ? 
O'er  high  Parnaffus'  painful  ftceps  to  go. 
And  leave  the  groveling  multitude  belovv  : 
Where  the  glad  Mufes  fmg,  and  form  the  choir. 
While  bright  Apollo  llrikcs  the  filver  lyre. 
Approach  thou  lirll,  great  Francis,  nor  refufe 
To  pay  due  honours  to  the  facred  Mufe ; 
While  Gallia  waits  for  thy  aufpicious  reign, 
'Till  age  completes  the  monarch  in  the  man ; 
Meantime  the  Mufe  may  bring  fome  fmall  relief. 
To  charm  thy  anguifli,  and  fufpcnd  thy  grief; 

WhUt 


VI  DA'S    ART    OF    POETRY.        149 

While  guilty  Fortune's  ftern  decrees  detain 

Thee  and  thy  brother  in  the  realms  of  Spain ; 

Far,  far  tranfported  from  your  native  place. 

Your  country's,  father's,  and  yonr  friend's  embrace ! 

Such  are  the  terms  tlie  cruel  Fates  impofe 

On  your  great  father,  llruggliiig  with  his  woes. 

Such  are  their  hard  conditions :— They  require 

The  fons,  to  purchafe,  and  redeem  the  fire. 

But  yet,  brave  youth,  from  grief,  from  tears  abftain. 

Fate  may  relent,  and  heaven  grow  mild  again; 

At  laft  perhaps  the  glorious  day  may  come. 

The  day  that  brings  our  royal  exile  home ; 

When,  to  thy  native  realms  in  peace  reitor'd. 

The  raviih-'d  crowds  fhall  hail  their  paffing  lord; 

When  each  tranfported  city  fhall  rejoice. 

And  nations  blefs  thee  v/ith  a  public  voice  ; 

To  the  throng'd  fanes  the  matrons  (hall  repair ; 

Abfolve  their  vows,  and  breathe  their  fouls  in  prayer. 

Till  then,  let  every  Mufe  engage  thy  love. 

With  me  at  large  o'er  high  Parnaffus  rove. 

Range  every  bower,  and  fport  in  every  grove. 

Firft  then  obferve,  that  verfe  is  ne'er  confin'd 
To  one  fixt  meafure,  or  determin'd  kind ; 
Though  at  its  birth  it  fung  the  Gods  alone. 
And  then  Religion  claim'd  it  for  her  own; 
In  facred  ftrains  addrefs'd  the  Deity, 
And  fpoke  a  language  worthy  of  the  fky  ; 
New  themes  fuccecding  Bards  began  to  chufe. 
And  in  a  wider  field  engag'd  the  Mufe  ; 
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The  common  bulk  of  fubjefts  to  rehearfe 
In  all  the  rich  varieties  of  verfe. 
Yet  none  of  all  u  ith  equal  honours  fhine 
(But  thofe  which  celebrate  the  power  divine) 
To  thofe  exalted  meafures,  which  declare 
The  deeds  of  heroes,  and  the  fons  of  war. 
From  hence  pofterity  the  name  bcllow'd 
On  this  rich  prefent  of  the  Delphic  God  ; 
Fame  fays,  Phjemonoe  in  this  mcafure  gave 
Apollo's  aufwcrs  from  the  Pythian  cave. 

But  ere  you  write,  confult  your  ftrength,  and  chufe 
A  theme  proportion'd  juHIy  to  your  Mufe. 
For  though  in  chief  thcfe  precepts  are  beftow'd 
On  him  who  fings  an  hero  or  a  God ; 
To  other  themes  their  general  ufe  extends. 
And  ferves  in  different  views  to  different  ends. 
Whether  the  lofty  Mufe  with  tragic  rage 
Would  proud'/  llalk  in  bufkins  on  the  llage ; 
Or  in  fofc  elegies  our  pity  mo\'e. 
And  fhew  the  youth  in  all  the  flames  of  love ; 
Or  fing  the  fhepherd's  woes  in  humble  ftrains. 
And  the  low  humours  of  contending  fwains  : 
Theft;  faithful  rules  fhall  guide  tlie  JJard  along 
In  every  meafure-,  argument,  and  fong. 

Be  fure  (v/hatever  you  propofe  to  write) 
Let  the  cjiicf  motive  be  your  own  delight. 
And  wcil-weigh'd  choice ;— a  tafk  enjoin'd  refufe, 
Unlefs  a  mona;  ch  lliould  command  your  Mufe. 
(If  we  may  hope  thofe  golden  times  to  fee, 
Wiieii  Bards  become  the  care  of  majefty  !) 

Free 
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Free  and  fpontaneous  the  fmooth  numbers  glide. 
Where  choice  determines,  and  our  wills  prefide  ; 
But,  at  command,  we  toil  with  fruitlefs  pain. 
And  drag  th'  involantary  load  in  vain. 

Nor,  at  its  birth,  indulge  your  warm  defire. 
On  the  firil  glimmering  of  the  facred  fire ; 
Deter  the  mighty  taik ;  and  weigh  your  power 
And  every  part  in  every  view  explore ; 
And  let  the  theme  in  different  profpedls  roll 
Deep  in  your  thoughts,  and  grow  intp  the  foul. 

But  ere  with  fails  unfurl'd  you  fly  away. 
And  cleave  the  bofom  of  the  boundlefs  fea  ; 
A  fund  of  words  and  images  prepare. 
And  lay  the  bright  materials  up  witli  care, 
Which  at  due  time,  occafion  may  produce. 
All  rang'd  in  order  for  the  Poet's  ufe. 
Some  happy  obje6ls  by  meer  chance  are  brought 
From  hidden  caufes  to  the  wandering  thought ; 
Which  if  once  loft,  you  labour  long  in  vain 
To  catch  th'  ideal  fugitives  again. 
Nor  muft  I  fail  their  conduft  to  extol. 
Who,  when  they  lay  the  bafis  of  the  whole. 
Explore  the  ancients  with  a  watchful  eye. 
Lay  all  their  charms  and  elegancies  by. 
Then  to  their  ufe  the  precious  fpoijs  apply. 

At  firft  without  the  leaft  reftraint  compofe. 
And  mould  the  future  poem  into  profe ; 
A  full  and  proper  feries  to  maintain. 
And  draw  the  jufl  connexion  in  a  chain  ; 
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By  flated  bounds  your  progrcfs  to  control. 
To  join  the  partes,  and  regulate  the  whole. 

And  now  'tis  time  to  fpread  the  opening  fails 
Wide  to  the  wanton  winds  and  flattering  gales ; 
'Tis  time  we  now  prefcribe  the  genuine  laws 
To  raife  tlie  beauteous  fabrick  with  applaufe ; 
But  firll  fomc  method  requifite  appears 
To  form  the  boy,  and  mouM  his  tender  years. 
In  vain  the  Bard  the  facrcd  wreath  purfues, 
Unlefs  Lrain'd  up  and  feafon'd  to  the  Mufe. 
Soon  as  the  prattling  innocent  Ihali  reach 
To  the  firft  ufe  and  rudiments  of  fpeech, 
Ev'n  then,  by  Helicon  he  ouglit  to  rove, 
Ev'n  then  the  tuneful  Nine  fnould  win  his  love 
By  juil  degrees.— -But  make  his  guide  your  choice 
For  his  chafte  phrafe  and  degr»nce  of  voice ; 
That  he  at  firil  fuccefsfuUy  may  teach 
The  methods,  laws,  and  difcipline  of  fpeech  ; 
Leil  the  young  charge,  millaking  right  and  wrong, 
Vv'^ith  vltious  habits  prejudice  his  tongue. 
Habits,  whofe  fubtle  feeds  may  mock  your  art. 
And  fprea4  their  roots  and  poifon  through  his  heart. 
Whence  none  fliail  move  me  to  approve  the  wretch. 
Who  wildly  borne  above  the  vulgar  reach. 
And  big  with  vain  pretences  to  impart 
Vaft  i"hows  of  learning,  and  a  depth  of  art. 
For  fenfe  th'  impertinence  of  terms  affords  j 
An  idle  cant  of  formidable  words ; 
The  pride  of  pedants,  the  delight  of  fools ; 
The  vile  difgrace,  and  lumber  of  the  fchools : 
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In  vain  the  circling  youths,  a  blooming  throng. 

Dwell  on  th'  eternal  jargon  of  his  tongue. 

Deluded  fools !— -The  farne  is  their  miftake. 

Who  at  the  limpid  ftream  their  thirft  may  flake. 

Yet  choofe  the  tainted  waters  of  the  lake. 

Let  no  fuch  peft  approach  the  blooming  care. 

Deprave  his  Ityle,  and  violate  his  ear; 

But  far,  oh  far,  to  fome  remoter  place 

Drive  the  vile  wretch  to  teach  a  barbarous  race. 

Now  to  the  Mufe's  ftream  the  pupij  bring. 

To  drink  large  draughts  of  the  Pierian  fpring ; 

And  from  his  birth  the  facred  Bard  adore, 

Nurfl  by  the  Nine,  on  Mincio's  flowery  fhore  j 

And  afk  the  Gods  his  numbers  to  infpirc, 

.....  * 

With  like  invention,  majefly,  and  lire. 

He  reads  Afcanius'  deeds  with  equal  flame. 

And  longs  with  him  to  run  at  nobler  game. 

For  vouths  of  ages  pail  he  makes  his  moan. 

And  learns  to  pity  years  fo  like  his  ov/n  j 

Which  with  too  fwift,  gnd  too  fevere  a  doom. 

The  fate  of  war  had  hurried  to  the  tomb. 

His  eyes,  for  Pallas,  and  for  Laufus,  flov/. 

Mourn  with  their  hres,  and  weep  another's  woe. 

But  when  Euryalus,  in  all  his  charms. 

Is  fnatch'd  by  Fate  from  his  dear  mother's  arms. 

And  as  he  rolls  in  death,  the  purple  flood 

Streams  out,  and  ftains  his  fnowy  limbs  with  blood. 

His  foul  the  pangs  of  generous  forrow  pierce. 

And  a  new  tear  Heals  out  at  every  verfe. 
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Mean  time  with  bolder  ftcps  the  youth  proceeds. 
And  the  Greek  Poets  in  fucceffion  reads; 
Seafons  to  cither  tongue  his  tender  ears ; 
Compares  the  heroes  glorious  charaiflers ; 
Sees,  how  JEneas  is  himfelf  alone. 
The  draught  of  Peleus'  and  Laertes'  fon ; 
How,  by  the  Poet's  art,  in  one,  confpire 
UlyiTes'  condu>fh,  and  Achilles'  fire. 

But  now,  young  Bard,  with  llrift  attention  hear. 
And  drink  my  precepts  in  at  either  ear ; 
Since  mighty  crowds  of  Poets  you  may  find. 
Crowds  of  the  Grecian  and  Aufonian  kind. 
Learn  hence  what  Bards  to  quit  or  to  purfue. 
To  ihun  the  falfe,  and  to  embrace  the  true ; 
Nor  is  it  hard  to  cull  each  noble  piece. 
And  point  oat  every  glorious  fon  of  Greece; 
Above  whofe  numbers  Homer  fits  on  high. 
And  fliines  fapreme  in  diftant  majefty  ; 
Whom  with  a  reverent  eye  the  reft  regard, 
And  owe  their  raptures  to  the  foverelgn  Bard ; 
Through  him  the  God  their  panting  fouls  infplres. 
Swells  every  breail:,  and  warms  with  all  his  fires, 
Bleil  were  the  Poeti  with  the  hallow'd  rage, 
Train'd  up  in  tliat  and  ihc  fiicceeJing  age  : 
As  to- his  time  each  Poet  nearer  drew. 
Hi)  fpreading  fame  in  juft  proportion  grew. 
By  liice  degrees  the  next  degcnenite  race 
Sunk  from  the  height  of  honour  to  difgrace. 
And  now  the  fame  of  Greece  extingiiilli'd  lies. 
Her  ancient  language  with  her  glory  dies. 

Her 
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Her  baniih'd  princes  mourn  their  ravifh'd  crowns. 
Driven  from  their  old  hereditary  thjones ; 
Her  drooping  natives  rove  o'er  worlds  unknown. 
And  weep  their  woes  in  regions  not  their  own ; 
She  feels  through  all  her  itates  the  dreadful  blow. 
And  mourns  the  fury  of  a  barbarous  foe. 

But  when  our  Bards  brought  o'er  th'  Aonian  maids 
From  their  own  Helicon  to  T'yber's  fhades ; 
When  firil  they  fettled  on  Hefperia's  plains. 
Their  numbers  ran  in  rough  unpoliih'd  ftrains. 
Void  of  the  Grecian  art  their  meafures  flovv'd  j 
Pleas'd  the  wild  fatyrs,  and  the  fylvan  crowd. 
Low  Ihrubs  and  lofty  forefts  whilom  rung, 
Wich  uncouth  verfe,  and  antiquated  fong ; 
Nor  yet  old  Ennius  fung  in  artlefs  llrains. 
Fights,  arms,  and  hofts  cmbattel'd  on  the  plainsj 
Who  firft  afpir'd  to  pluck  the  verdant  crown 
From  Grecian  heads,  and  fix  it  on  his  own. 
New  wonders  the  fucceeding  Bards  explore, 
V/hich  flept  conceal'd  in  Nature's  womb  before  j 
Her  awful  fecrets  the  bold  Poet  fings, 
And  fets  to  view  the  principles  of  things ; 
Each  part  was  fair,  and  beautiful  the  whole. 
And  every  line  v/as  neftar  to  the  foul. 
By  fuch  degrees  the  verfe,  as  ages  roU'd, 
Was  ftampt  to  form,  and  took  the  beauteous  mould. 
Aufonia's  Bards  drev/  off  from  every  part 
The  barbarous  dregs,  and  civiilz'd  the  art. 
Till,  like  the  day,  all  fliining  and  ferene. 
That  drives  the  clpuds,  and  chars  the  gloom-y  {ccnct 
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Refines  the  air,  and  brightens  up  the  fkies. 
See  the  majellic  head  of  Virgil  rife ; 
Phoebus'  undoubted  fon  '.—who  clears  the  mfl 
Of  the  rough  ancients,  and  fhakes  off  their  daft. 
He  on  each  lire  a  nobler  grace  bellow'd  ; 
He  thouglit,  and  fpoke  in  every  word  a  god. 
To  grace  this  mighty  Bard,  ye  Mufes,  bring 
Your  choiceft  flowers,  and  rifle  all  the  fpring  ; 
See  !  how  the  Grecian  Bards,  at  diftance  thrown. 
With  reverence  bow  to  this  diftinguiib'd  fon ; 
ImmortaJ  founds  his  golden  lines  impart. 
Arid  nought  can  match  his  genius  but  hh  art. 
Ev'n  Greece  turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  his  fame. 
Which  (hades  the  lullre  of  her  Homer's  name. 
'Twas  then  Aufonia  faw  h:;r  language  rife 
In  all  its  ftrength  and  glory  to  the  Ikies  ; 
Such  glory  never  could  flie  boaft  before. 
Nor  could  fucceeding  Poets  make  it  more. 
From  that  bleft  period  the  poetic  ftate 
Ran  down  the  precipice  of  time  and  fate ; 
Degenerate  fouls  fucceed,  a  wretched  train. 
And  her  old  fume  at  once  drew  back  again. 
One,  to  his  genius  trufts,  in  every  part. 
And  fcorns  the  rules  and  dilcipline  of  art. 
While  this,  an  empty  tide  of  found  affords. 
And  roars  and  thunders  in  a  ftorm  of  words. 
Some,  mufically  dull,  all  methods  try 
To  win  the  ear  with  Aveet  llupidity ; 
Unruffled  flrains  for  fojid  wit  difpenfe. 
And  give  us  numbers,  when  \\q  call  for  fcnfe. 
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Till  from  th'  Hefperian  plains  and  Tyber  chac'd. 

From  Rome  the  baniflr'd  fillers  fled  at  laft ; 

Driven  by  the  barbarous  nations,  who  from  far 

Burft  into  Latium  with  a  tide  of  war. 

Hence  a  vail  change  of  their  old  manners  fprung. 

The  flaves  \\  ere  forc'd  to  fpeak  their  mafler's  tongue  ; 

No  honours  now  were  paid  the  facred  Mufe, 

But  all  were  bent  on  mercenary  views ; 

Till  Latium  favv  vvith  joy  th'  Aonian  train 

By  the  great  Medici  reilor'd  again ; 

Th'  illultrious  Medici,  of  Tufcan  race. 

Were  born  to  cherifh  learning  in  difgrace. 

New  hfe  on  every  fcience  to  beftow. 

And  lull  the  cries  of  Europe  in  her  woe. 

With  pity  they  beheld  thofe  turns  of  fate. 

And  prop'd  the  ruins  of  the  Grecian  ftate ; 

For  lell  her  wit  fliould  perifli  v.'ith  her  fame. 

Their  care  fupported  ftill  the  Argive  name  ; 

They  call'd  the  afpiring  youths  from  diftant  parts. 

To  plant  Aufonia  with  the  Grecian  arts ; 

To  bafk  in  eafe,  and  fcience  to  diffufe. 

And  to  rellore  the  empire  of  the  Mufe ; 

They  fent  to  ravag'd  provinces  vvith  care. 

And  cities  v/afted  by  the  rage  cf  war. 

To  buy  the  ancients  works,  of  deathlefs  fame, 

And  fnatch  th'  immortal  labours  from  the  flame ; 

To  which  the  foes  had  doom'd  each  glorious  piece* 

Who  reign  and  lord  it  in  the  realms  of  Greece. 

(But  we,  yc  Gods,  would  raife  a  foreign  lord. 

As  yet  untaught  to  ftieath  the  civil  fwoid  !) 

Through 
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Through  many  a  period  this  has  been  the  fate. 
And  thij  the  lift  of  the  poetic  ftate. 

Hence  facred  Virgil  from  thy  foul  adore 
Above  the  reft,  and  to  thy  utmoft  power 
Purfue  the  glorious  paths  he  ftruck  before. 
Jf  he  fupplici  not  all  your  wants,  perufe 
Th'  immortal  ftrains  of  each  Auguftan  Mufe. 
There  ftop---nor  rafiily  feek  to  know  the  reft. 
But  drive  the  dire  ambition  from  thy  breaft. 
Till  riper  years  and  judgment  form  thy  thoughts 
To  mark  their  beauties,  and  avoid  their  faults. 

Mean  time,  ye  parents,  with  attention  hear. 
And  thus  advis'd  exert  your  utmoft  care ; 
The  blamelefs  tutor  from  a  thoufand  choofe. 
One  from  his  foul  devoted  to  the  Mufe; 
Who,  pleas'd  the  tender  pupil  to  improve. 
Regards,  and  loves  him  v/ith  a  father's  love. 
Youth,  of  itfclf  to  numerous  ills  betray'd. 
Requires  a  prop,  and  wants  a  foreign  aid ; 
Unlefs  a  mafter's  rules  his  mind  incline 
To  love  and  cultivate  the  facred  Nine, 
His  tlioughts  a  thoufand  objefls  wUI  employ. 
And  from  Pia-naiTjs  lead  the  wandering  boy. 
So  trufti  the  fwain,  the  (aplings  to  the  earth ; 
So  hopes  ill  tune  to  fee  the  fprouting  birth ; 
Againft  the  win.is  defenfive  props  he  forms. 
To  ihicld  the  future  for  eft  from  the  ftorms. 
That  each  imbolden'd  plant  at  length  may  rife 
In  verdant  pride,  and  llioot  into  the  ikies. 
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But  let  the  guide,  if  e'er  he  would  improve 
His  charge,  avoid  his  hate,  and  win  his  love ; 
Left  in  his  rage  wrong  meafures  he  may  take. 
And  loath  the  Mufes  for  the  teacher's  fake. 
His  foul  then  flacken'd  from  her  native  force. 
Flags  at  the  barrier,  and  forgets  the  courfe. 
Nor  by  your  anger  be  the  youth  o'er-aw'd. 
But  fcom  th'  ungenerous  province  of  the  rod; 
Th'  oftended  Mufes  never  can  fuftain 
To  hear  the  Ihriekings  of  the  tender  train. 
But  ftung  with  grief  and  anguilli  hang  behind; 
Damp'd  is  the  fprightly  vigour  of  the  mind. 
The  boy  no  daring  images  infpLre, 
No  bright  ideas  fet  his  thoughts  on  fire : 
He  drags  on  heavily  th'  ungrateful  load. 
Grown  obllinately  dull,  and  feafon'd  to  the  rod- 

I  know  a  pedant,  who  to  penance  brought 
His  trembling  pupils  for  the  lightell  fault ; 
His  foul  tranlported  with  a  ftorm  of  ire. 
And  all  the  rage  that  mal'.ce  could  infpire  : 
By  turns  the  torturing  fcourges  we  might  liear. 
By  turns  the  flirleks  of  wretches  ftan'd  the  ear. 
Still  to  my  mind  the  dire  ideas  rife. 
When  rage  unnfual  fparkled  in  his  eyes  ; 
When  with  the  dreadf.il  fcourge  infoiting  loud. 
The  tyrant  terrify 'd  the  blooming  crowd; 
A  boy  the  faireft  of  the  frighted  train. 
Who  yet  fcarce  gave  the  promife  of  a  maa. 
Ah  I  difmal  object !  idly  pafl  the  day 
In  al!  the  thougiitlefs  innocence  of  play; 

When 
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V.'hen  lo  !  th'  imperious  wretch  inflani'd  uith  rage. 
Fierce,  and  regardlefs  of  his  tender  age, 
Wiih  fury  Ilorms ;  the  fault  liis  clamours  urge  : 
His  liand  high-waving  brandifhes  tlie  fcourge. 
Tears,  vows,  and  prayers,  the  tyrant's  ears  aflail ; 
In  vain ;-— nor  tears>  nor  vows,  nor  prayers  prevail. 
The  trembling  innocent  from  deep  defpair 
Sicken'd,  and  breath'd  his  little  foul  in  a'.r. 
For  him,  beneath  his  poplar,  mourns  the  Po ; 
For  him  the  tears  of  hoary  Scrius  How ! 
For  him  their  tears  the  watery  fifters  Ihed, 
Who  lov'd  him  living,  and  dcplor'd  him  dead ! 
The  furious  pedant,  to  reftrain  his  rage. 
Should  mark  th'  example  of  a  former  age ; 
How  fierce  Alcides,  warm'd  wi:h  youtliful  ire, 
Dafh'd  on  his  mailer's  font  his  vocal  Ivre. 
But  yet,  ye  youths,  confefs  your  mailer's  fway. 
And  their  commands  implicitly  obey. 

Whoever  then  this  arduous  talk  purfues. 
To  form  the  Enrd,  and  cultivate  the  Mufe, 
Let  him  by  fofter  means,  and  milder  ways, 
W^arm  his  ambition  with  the  love  of  praife ; 
Soon  as  his  precepts  fhal!  engage  his  heart. 
And  fan  the  riling  lire  in  every  part. 
Light  is  the  talk;— for  then  the  eager  boy 
Purfues  the  voluntary  toil  with  jov  ; 
Dirj^ino  th'  ingloriou:.  indolence  of  rell. 
And  feeds  th'  immortal  ardour  in  his  breaft. 

And  here  the  common  praiftlce  of  the  fchools 
By  known  experience  jullifics  my  rule-^'. 

The 
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The  youths  in  focial  lludies  to  engage ; 

For  then  the  rivals  burn  with  generous  rage. 

Each  foul  the  flings  of  emulation  raife. 

And  every  little  bofom  beats  for  praife. 

But  gifts  propos'd  will  urge  them  belt  to  rife  ; 

Fir'd  at  the  glorious  profpe£l  of  a  prize. 

With  noble  jealoufy,  the  blooming  Bard 

Reads,  labours,  glows,  and  ftrains  for  the  reward  j 

Fears  left  his  happy  rival  win  the  race. 

And  raife  a  triumph  on  his  own  difgrace. 

But  when  once  feafon'd  to  the  rage  divine. 
He  loves  and  courts  the  raptures  of  the  Nine  j 
The  fenfe  of  glory,  and  the  love  of  fame. 
Serve  but  as  fecond  motives  to  the  flame  j 
The  thrilling  pleafure  all  the  Bard  fubdues, 
Lock'd  in  the  Arid  embraces  of  the  Mufe. 
See  !  when  harfli  parents  force  the  youth  to  quir, 
For  meaner  arts,  the  dear  delights  of  wit. 
If  e'er  the  wonted  warmth  his  thoughts  infpire. 
And  with  part  pleafures  fet  his  mind  on  fire ; 
How  from  his  foul  he  longs,  but  longs  in  vain. 
To  haunt  the  groves  and  purling  ftreams  again  F 
No  ftern  commands  of  parents  can  control. 
No  force  can  check  the  fallies  of  his  foul. 
So  burns  the  courfer  feafon'd  to  the  rein,  -« 

That  fpies  his  females  on  a  diftant  plain,'  v 

And  longs  to  aft  his  pleafures  o'er  again.  J 

Fir'd  with  remembrance  of  his  joys,  he  bounds. 
He  foams  and  ftrives  to  reach  the  well-known  grounds ; 
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The  goring  fpurs  his  furious  flames  improve. 
And  roufe  witliin  him  all  the  rage  of  love  ; 
Ply'd  with  the  fcourge  he  flill  negjedls  his  halle. 
And  moves  relu(5lant,  when  he  moves  at  lad; 
Reverts  his  eye,  regrets  the  dillant  mare  ; 
And  neighs  impatient  for  the  dappled  fair. 

How  oft  the  youth  would  long  to  change  his  fate. 
Who  high  advanc'd  to  all  the  pomp  of  flate. 
With  grief  his  gawdy  load  of  grandeur  views. 
Loft  at  too  high  a  diitance  from  the  Mufe  1 
How  oft  he  fighs  by  warbling  ftreams  to  rove. 
And  quit  the  palace  for  the  fliady  grove ! 
How  oft  in  Tybur's  cold  retreats  to  lye. 
And  gladly  ftoop  to  chearful  poverty. 
Beneath  the  rigor  of  the  wintery  fky  ! 
But  yet  how  many  curfe  their  fruitlefs  toil. 
Who  turn  and  cultivate  a  barren  foil  ? 
This,  ere  too  late,  the  mafter  may  divine 
By  a  fure  omen,  and  a  certain  fign  ; 
The  hopeful  youth,  determln'd  by  his  choice, 
Works  without  precept,  and  prevents  advice, 
Confuks  his  teacher,  plies  his  tafk  with  joy. 
And  a  quick  fenfe  of  glory  fires  the  boy. 
He  challenges  the  crowd  j— the  ccnqueft  o'er. 
He  ftruts  away  the  vidlor  of  an  hour. 
Then  vanquifh'd  in  his  turn  ;  o'erwhelm'd  with  care. 
He  weeps,  he  pines,  he  fickens  with  defpair ; 
Nor  looks  his  little  rivals  in  the  face. 
But  flies  for  fhelter  to  forae  lonely  place. 
To  mourn  his  Ihame,  and  cover  his  difgrace. 
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His  mailer's  frowns  impatient  to  fuilain. 
Strait  he  returns,  and  wins  the  day  again. 
Tliis  is  the  boy  his  better  fates  dellgn 
To  rife  the  future  darling  of  the  Nine  j 
For  him  the  Mufes  weave  the  facred  crown. 
And  bright  Apollo  claims  him  for  his  own. 
Not  the  leaft  hope  th'  unadive  youth  can  raife, 
Dead  to  the  profpedl,  and  the  fenfe  of  praif:.- ; 
Who  your  jull  rules  with  dull  attention  hear** 
Nor  lends  his  underftanding,  but  his  ears, 
Refolv'd  his  parts  in  indolence  to  keep> 
He  lulls  his  drowfy  faculties  afleep ; 
I'he  wretch  your  bell  endeavours  udll  betray. 
And  the  fuperfluous  care  is  thrown  away. 

I  fear  for  him,  who  ripens  ere  his  prime  ; 
For  all  produdtions  there's  a  proper  time. 
Oh  1  may  no  apples  in  the  (pring  appear. 
Out-grow  the  feafons,  and  prevent  the  year. 
Nor  mellow  yet,  till  autumn  ftains  the  vine. 
And  the  full  prelTes  foam  with  floods  of  wine. 
Torn  from  the  parent-tree  too  foon,  they  lie 
Trod  down  by  every  fwain  who  pafles  by. 

Nor  Ihould  the  youth  too  flrictly  be  confin'd, 
'Tis  fometimes  proper  to  unbend  his  mind  ; 
When  tir'd  with  iludy,  let  him  feek  the  plains. 
And  mark  the  homely  humours  of  the  fwains  ; 
Or  pleas'd  the  toils  to  fpread,  or  horns  to  wind, 
Hunt  the  fleet  mountain-goat,  or  foreft-hind. 
Mean  time  the  youth,  impatient  that  the  day 
Should  pafs  in  pleafures  unimprov'd  away, 
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Steals  from  the  fhoutlng  crowd,  and  quits  the  plains. 

To  fing  the  fylvan  Gods  in  rural  ilrains ; 

Or  calls  the  Mufes  to  Albunea's  fhades. 

Courts,  and  enjoys,  the  viiionary  maids. 

So  labour'd  fields,  \yitli  crops  alternate  bleft. 

By  turns  lie  fallow,  and  indulge  their  reft; 

The  fwain  contented  bids  the  hungry  foil 

Enjoy  a  fweet  viciffitude  from  toil ; 

Till  earth  renews  her  genial  powers  to  bear. 

And  pays  his  prudence  with  a  bounteous  year. 

On  a  ftridl  view  your  folid  judgment  frame. 
Nor  think  that  genius  is  in  all  the  fame  ; 
How  oft  the  youth,  who  wants  the  facred  fire. 
Fondly  miftakes  for  genius  his  defire  ? 
Courts  the  coy  Mufes,  though  rejeded  ftill. 
Nor  nature  feconds  his  mifguided  will  ; 
He  ftrives,  he  toils  with  unavailing  care ; 
Nor  heaven  relents,  nor  Phoebus  hears  his  prayer. 
He  with  fuccefs,  perhaps,  may  plead  a  c^ufe. 
Shine  at  the  bar,  and  flourifti  by  the  laws  ; 
Perhaps  difcover  Nature's  fcxret  fprings. 
And  bring  to  light  th'  originals  of  things. 
,But  fometimes  precept  will  fuch  force  impart. 
That  nature  bends  beneath  the  power  of  art. 

Befides,  'tis  no  light  province  to  remove 
From  the  ra(h  boy  the  fiery  pangs  of  love  ; 
Till,  ripe  in  years,  and  more  confirm'd  in  age. 
He  learns  to  bear  the  flames  of  Cupid's  rage ; 
Oft  hidden  fires  on  all  his  vitals  prev. 
Devour  the  youth,  and  rack  his  foul  away 
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By  flow  degrees ; blot  out  his  golden  dreams. 

The  tuneful  poets,  and  Caftalian  ftreams ; 
Struck  with  a  fecret  wound,  he  weeps  and  fighs; 
In  every  thought  the  darling  phantoms  rife ; 
The  fancy'd  charmer  fwims  before  his  fight. 
His  theme  all  day,  his  vifion  ail  the  night : 
The  wandering  objeft  takes  up  all  his  care. 
Nor  can  he  quit  th'  imaginary  fair. 
Mean  time  his  fire,  unconfcious  of  his  pain. 
Applies  the  temper'd  medicines  in  vain ; 
The  plague,  fo  deeply  rooted  in  his  heart. 
Mocks  every  flight  attempt  of  Pagan's  art ; 
The  flames  of  Cupid  all  his  breafl:  infpire. 
And  in  the  lover's  quench  the  poet's  fire. 

When  in  his  riper  years,  without  control. 
The  Nine  have  took  pofl^efTion  of  his  foul ; 
When,  facred  to  tlieir  god,  the  crown  he  wears. 
To  other  authors  let  him  bend  his  cares ; 
Confult  their  ftyles,  examine  every  part. 
And  a  new  tindlare  take  from  every  art. 
Firft  lludy  Tully's  language  and  his  fenfe. 
And  range  that  boundlefs  field  of  eloquence. 
Tally,  Rome's  other  glory,  ftill  affords 
The  belt  expreffions  and  the  richeft  words ; 
As  high  o'er  all  in  eloquence  he  fliood. 
As  Rome  o'er  all  the  nations  (he  fubdued. 
Let  him  read  men  and  manners,  and  explore 
The  fite  and  diitances  from  fnore  to  fliore ; 
Then  let  him  travel,  or  to  maps  repair. 
And  fee  imagin'd  cities  rifmg  there ; 
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Range  with  his  eyes  the  earth's  fidVitious  ball. 

And  pafs  o'er  figur'd  worlds  that  grace  the  wall. 

Some  in  the  bloody  fhock  of  arms  appear. 

To  paint  the  native  horrors  of  the  war ; 

Through  charging  hofts  they  rulh  before  they  write. 

And  plunge  in  all  the  tumult  of  the  fight. 

Eut  fmce  our  lives,  contrai5lcd  in  their  date 

By  fcanty  bounds  and  circumfcrib'd  by  fate. 

Can  never  launch  through  all  die  depths  of  arts. 

Ye  youths,  touch  only  the  material  parts ; 

There  Hop  your  labour,  there  your  fearch  control. 

And  draw  from  thence  a  notion  of  the  whole. 

From  dillant  climes  when  the  rich  merchants  ccme. 

To  bring  the  wealth  of  foreign  regions  home; 

Content  the  friendly  harbours  to  explore. 

They  only  touch  upon  the  winding  (liore ; 

Nor  with  vain  labour  v,'ander  up  and  down 

To  view  the  land,  and  vifit  every  town  ; 

That  would  but  call  them  from  their  former  road. 

To  fpend  an  age  in  banifhment  abroad  ; 

Too  late  returning  from  the  dangerous  main. 

To  fee  their  countries  and  their  friends  again. 

Still  be  the  facred  poets  your  delight. 
Read  them  by  day,  confult  them  in  the  night ; 
From  thofe  clear  fountains  all  your  raptures  bring, 
And  draw  for  ever  from  the  Mufes',  fpring. 
But  let  your  fubjedl  in  your  bofom  roll. 
Claim  every  thought,  and  draw  in  all  the  foul. 
That  conftant  objetfl  to  your  mind  difplay. 
Your  toil  all  night,  your  labour  ^11  the  day. 
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I  need  not  all  the  rules  of  verfe  difclofe. 
Nor  liow  their  various  meafures  to  difpofe ; 
Tlie  tutor  here  with  eafe  liis  charge  may  guide 
To  join  the  parts  and  numbers,  or  divide. 
Now  let  him  words  to  llated  laws  fubmit. 
Or  yoke  to  meafures,  or  reduce  to  feet ; 
Now  let  him  foftly  to  himfelf  rehearfe 
His  firll  attempts  and  rudiments  of  verfe ; 
Fix  on  thofe  rich  expreffions  his  regard 
To  ufe  made  facred  by  fome  ancient  bard ; 
Toft  by  a  different  guft  of  hopes  and  fears. 
He  begs  of  hea\'en  an  hundred  eyes  and  ears. 
Now  here,  now  there,  coy  Nature  he  purfues. 
And  takes  one  image  in  a  thoufand  views. 
He  waits  the  happy  moment  that  affords 
The  nobleil  thouglits,  and  moft  expreffive  words. 
He  brooks  no  dull  delay;  admits  no  reft; 
A  tide  of  paffion  ftruggles  in  his  breaft; 
Round  his  dark  foul  no  clear  ideas  play. 
The  moft  familiar  objefts  glide  away. 
All  fixt  in  thought,  aftonifh'd  he  appears. 
His  foul  examines,  and  confults  liis  ears ; 
And  racks  his  faithlefs  memory,  to  find 
Some  traces  faintly  fketch'd  upon  his  mind. 
There  he  unlocks  the  glorious  magazine. 
And  opens  every  faculty  within ; 
Brings  out  with  pride  their  intelle<5lual  fpoils. 
And  with  the  noble  treafure  crowns  his  toils ; 
And  oft'  meer  chance  fhall  images  difplay. 
That  ftrike  hb  mind  engag'd  a  different  way. 
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Sdll  he  perfill; ;  re^rc'ts  no  toll  nor  pain. 

And  flill  the  tafk,  he  tried  before  in  vain. 

Plies  with  umveary'd  diligence  again. 

For  oft'  unmanageable  thouo^hts  appear. 

That  mock  his  labour,  and  delude  his  care  ; 

Th'  impatient  bard,  with  all  his  nerves  apply'd. 

Tries  all  the  avenues  on  every  fide ; 

Refolv'd  and  bent  the  precipice  to  gain; 

Though  yet  he  labours  at  the  rock  in  vain ; 

By  his  own  ftrength  and  heavsn,  witli  conquell  grac'd. 

He  wins  th'  important  viflory  at  lall ; 

Stretch'd  by  his  hands  the  vanquilh'd  monfter  lies. 

And  the  proud  triumph  lifts  him  to  the  fkics. 

But  when  ev'n  chance  and  all  his  eiTjrts  fail. 

Nor  toils,  nor  vigilance,  nor  cares  prevail ; 

His  pail  attempts  in  vain  the  boy  renews. 

And  waits  the  foftcr  feafons  of  the  Mufe ; 

He  quits  his  work ;  throws  by  his  fond  defires  j 

And  from  his  tafk  relu<^antly  retires. 

Thus  o'er  the  fields  the  fwain  purfues  his  road. 
Till  llopt  at  length  by  fome  impervious  flood, 
That  from  a  mountain's  brow,  o'ercharg'd  with  rains, 
Burlls  in  a  thundering  tide,  and  foams  along  the  plains  ; 
With  horror  chill'd,  he  traverfes  the  Ihore, 
Sees  the  waves  rife,  and  hears  the  torrent  roar ; 
Then  griev'd  returns ;  or  waits  with  vain  delay. 
Till  the  tumultuous  deluge  rolls  away. 

But  in  no  Iliad  let  ihz  youth  engage 
His  tender  years,  and  unexperienc'd  age ; 
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Let  him  by^  juJl  degrees  and  fteps  proceed. 
Sing  with  tlie  fwains,  and  tune  the  tender  reed : 
He  with  fuccefs  an  humbler  theme  may  ply. 
And,  Virgil-like,  immortalize  a  fly  : 
Or  fmg  the  mice,  their  batdes  and  attacks, 
Againil  the  croaking  natives  of  the  lakes : 
Or  with  what  art  her  toils  the  (pider  fets. 
And  fpins  her  filmy  entrails  into  nets. 

And  here  embrace,  ye  teachers,  this  advice  j 
Not  to  be  too  inquifitively  nice. 
But,  till  the  foul  enlarg'd  in  ftrength  appears. 
Indulge  the  boy,  and  fpare  his  tender  years ; 
Till,  to  ripe  judgment  and  experience  brought, 
Himf?lf  difcerns  and  biuflies  at  a  fault ; 
For  if  the  critics  eyes  too  ilriclly  pierce. 
To  point  each  blemilh  out  in  every  verfe. 
Void  of  all  hope  the  llrip'ing  may  depart. 
And  turn  his  lludies  to  another  art. 
But  if  refolv'd  his  darling  faults  to  fee, 
A  youth  of  genius  fliould  apply  to  mc. 
And  court  my  eider  judgment  to  perufe 
Th'  imperfeft  labours  of  his  infant  Mufe ; 
I  Ihould  not  fcruple,  v.ith  a  candid  eye. 
To  read  and  praife  his  poem  to  the  fk\' ; 
Wiih  feeming  rapture  on  each  line  to  paufe, 
And  dwell  on  each  expreffion  with  applaufe. 
But  when  my  praifes  had  inflam'd  his  mind. 
If  fome  lame  verfe  limp'd  fiowly  up  behind  ; 
One,  that  himf'.lf,  unconfcious,  had  not  found, 
Py  numbers  charm'd,  and  led  away  by  found ; 
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I  fhould  not  fear  to  miniilcr  a  prop. 
And  give  him  ftronger  feet  to  keep  it  up ; 
Teach  it  to  run  along  more  firm  and  fure ; 
Nor  would  I  (how  the  wound  before  the  cure. 

For  what  remains ;  the  poet  I  enjoin 
To  form  no  glorious  fcheme,  no  great  defign, 
TiU  free  from  bufmefs  he  retires  alone. 
And  flies  tlie  giddy  tumult  of  the  town ; 
Seeks  rural  pleaforcs,  and  enjoys  the  glades. 
And  courts  the  thoughtful  filence  of  the  fhades. 
Where  the  fair  Dryads  haunt  their  native  woods. 
With  all  the  orders  of  the  fylvan  Gods. 
Here  in  their  foft  retreats  the  poets  lye. 
Serene,  and  blell  with  chearful  poverty; 
No  guilty  fchcmes  of  wealth  their  fouls  moleft. 
No  cares,  no  profpefts,  difcompofe  thtir  rcll ; 
No  fcenes  of  grandeur  glitter  in  their  view  ; 
Here  they  the  joys  of  innocence  purfae. 
And  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  happy  few. 
From  a  rock's  entrails  the  barbarian  fprung. 
Who  dares  to  violate  the  facred  thrones^ 
By  deeds  or  words---The  wretch,  by  fury  driven, 
AlTaults  tlie  darling  colony  of  h;."avcn  ! 
Some  have  look'd  do.vn,  we  know,  with  fcornful  eyes 
On  the  bright  Mufe  who  taught  them  how  to  rife. 
And  paid,  when  rais'd  to  grandeur,  no  regard 
From  that  high  llation  to  the  facred  bard. 
Uninjur'd,  mortals,  let  the  poets  lye. 
Or  dread  th"  impending  vengeance  of  the  flcy ; 

The 


VIDA's    ART    OF    POETRY.        ijt 

The  gods  ftill  liiten'd  to  their  conftant  prayer. 

And  made  the  poets  their  pccuhar  care. 

They,  with  contempt,  on  fortune's  gift  look  down. 

And  laugh  at  kings  who  wear  an  envy'd  crown. 

Rais'd  and  tranfported  by  their  for-ving  mind. 

From  their  proud  eminence  they  view  mankind 

Loft  in  a  cloud ;  they  fee  them  toil  below. 

All  bufy  to  promote  their  common  wee. 

Of  guilt  unconfcious,  with  a  fteady  foul. 

They  fee  the  lightnings  flafii,  and  hear  the  thunders  roll. 

When,  girt  with  terror:.  Heaven's  Almighty  Sire 

Launches  his  triple  bolts,  and  forky  fire. 

When  o'er  high  towers  the  red  deftroyer  phyr,. 

And  ftrikes  the  mountains  with  the  pointed  blaze ; 

Safe  in  their  innocence,  hke  Gods,  th;  y  rife. 

And  hft  their  fouls  fcrenely  to  the  fkies. 

Fly,  ye  profane ;-— the  facred  Nine  were  given 
To  blefs  thefe  lower  worlds  by  bounteous  heaven  : 
Of  old,  Prometheus,  from  the  realms  above. 
Brought  down  thefe  daughters  of  all-mighty  Jove, 
When  to  his  native  earth  the  robber  came, 
Charg'd  with  the  plunder  of  ethereal  flame. 
As  due  companion  touch 'd  his  generous  mind. 
To  fee  the  favage  ftate  of  human  kind ; 
When,  led  to  range  at  large  the  bright  abodes. 
And  fhare  th'  ambrofial  banquets  of  the  Gods  -^ 
In  many  a  whirl  he  faw  Olympus  driven. 
And  heard  th'  eternal  harmony  of  heaven. 
Turn'd  round  and  round  the  concert  charm'd  his  eari 
With  all  t]ie  mufic  ot  the  dancing  ipheres ; 

The 
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The  facred  Nine  his  wondering  eyes  behold. 

As  each  her  orb  in  jull  divifions  roU'd; 

The  thief  beholds  them  with  ambitious  eyes, 

And,  bent  on  fraud,  he  meditates  the  prize ; 

A  prize  1  the  nobleft  gift  he  could  bellow 

(Next  to  the  fire)  on  human  race  below ; 

At  length  th'  immortals  leconcil'd  refign'd 

The  fair  celeftial  fillers  to  mankind  ; 

Tho'Jgh  bound  to  Caucafus  with  folid  chains, 

Th'  afpiiing  rcbber  groan'd  in  endlefs  pains ; 

By  which  deterr'd,  for  ages  lay  fupine 

Tlie  race  of  mortals,  nor  invok'd  the  Nine  : 

Till  heaven  in  verfe  fhew'd  man  his  future  ftate. 

And  open'd  every  dillant  fcene  of  fate, 

Firfi,  the  great  father  of  the  Gods  above 

Sung  in  Dodona  and  the  Libyan  grove ; 

Nexti  to  th*  enquiring  nations  Themis  gave. 

Her  facred  anfwers  fi  om  the  Phocian  cave  ; 

Then  Phcebus  warn'd  them  from  the  Delphic  dome. 

Of  future  time,  and  ages  yet  to  come; 

And  reverend  Faunus  utter'd  truths  divine 

To  the  firll  founders  of  the  Latian  Hne. 

Next  the  great  raca  of  hal!ov/d  prophets  came. 

With  them  the  Sibyls  of  immortal  fame, 

lufpir'd  with  all  the  God ;  who  rapt  on  high 

Wilh  more  than  mortal  rage  unbounded  fly. 

And  range  the  dark  recefles  of  the  fky. 

Next,  at  their  feafls,  the  people  fung  their  lays 

(The  fame  their  prophet;  fung  in  former  days)  ; 

Their  theme  an  hero,  and  his  deathlefs  praife. 


What 
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What  has  to  man  of  nobler  worth  been  given. 
Than  this  the  bed  and  greateft  boon  of  heaven  ? 
Whatever  power  the  glorious  gift  beftow'd. 
We  trace  the  certain  footfteps  of  a  God  ; 
By  thee  infpir'd,  the  daring  poet  flies. 
His  foul  mounts  up,  and  towers  above  the  fkies; 
Thou  art  the  fource  of  pleafure,  and  we  fee 
No  joy,  no  tranfport,  when  debarr'd  of  thee  ; 
Thy  tuneful  deity  the  feather'd  throng 
Confefs  in  all  the  meafures  of  their  fong. 
Thy  great  commands  the  favages  obey. 
And  every  filent  native  of  the  fea : 
Led  by  thy  voice,  the  ftarting  rocks  advance. 
And  liftening  forefts  mingle  in  the  dance. 
On  thy  fweet  notes  the  dama'd  rejoice  to  dwell. 
Thy  ftrains  fufpended  all  the  din  of  hell; 
LuU'd  by  the  found,  the  Furies  rag'd  no  more. 
And  Hell's  infernal  porter  ceas'd  to  roar. 
Thy  powers  exalt  us  to  the  realms  above. 
To  feaft  with  Gods,  and  fit  the  guefls  of  Jove : 
Thy  prefence  foftens  anguiOi,  woe,  and  ftrife. 
And  reconciles  us  to  the  load  of  life ; 
Hail,  thou  bright  comfort  of  thefe  low  abodes. 
Thou  joy  of  men  and  darling  of  the  Gods. 
As  prieft  and  poet,  in  thefe  humble  lays, 
I  boldly  labour  to  refoiind  Lhy  praife  ; 
To  hang  thy  fhrines,  this  gift  I  bring  along. 
And  to  thy  altars  guide  tlie  tender  throng. 
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BOOK    II. 

"PROCEED,  ye  Nine,  defcended  from  above, 

-*■     Ye  tuneful  daughters  of  almighty  Jove; 

To  teach  the  futiu-e  age,  I  haften  on. 

And  open  every  fource  of  Helicon. 

Your  prieft  and  bard  with  rage  divine  infpire. 

While  to  your  fhrine  I  lead  the  blooming  choir. 

Hard  was  the  way,  and  dubious,  wliich  we  trod. 

Now  lliow,  ye  goddefl'es,  a  furer  road ; 

Point  out  thofe  paths,  which  you  can  find  alone. 

To  all  the  world  but  to  yourfelves  unknown ; 

Lo  !  all  th'  Hefperian  youths  with  me  implore 

Your  fofter  influence,  and  propitious  power. 

Who,  rang'd  beneath  my  banners,  boldly  tread 

Thofe  arduous  tracks  to  reach  your  mountain's  head. 

New  rules  'tis  now  my  province  to  impart ; 

Fir  ft  to  invent,  and  then  difpofe  with  art ; 

Each  a  laborious  taflc :  but  they  who  Ihare 

Heaven's  kinder  bounty,  and  peculiar  care, 

A  glorious  train  of  images  may  find. 

Preventing  hope,  and  crowding  on  the  mind. 

The  other  taflc,  to  fettle  every  part, 

Depends  on  judgment,  and  the  powers  of  art; 

From  whence  in  chief  tiie  poet  hopes  to  raife 

His  future  glory,  and  immortal  praife. 

This 
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This  as  a  rule  the  nobleft  bards  efteem. 
To  touch  at  firft  in  general  on  the  theme ; 
To  hint  at  all  the  fubjedl  in  a  line ; 
And  draw  in  miniature  the  whole  defign. 
Nor  in  themfelves  confide  ;  but  next  implore 
The  timely  aid  of  fome  celeftial  power ; 
To  guide  your  labours,  and  point  out  your  road, 
Choofc,  as  you  pleafe,  your  tutelary  God ; 
But  IHll  invoke  fome  guardian  deity. 
Some  power,  to  look  aufpicious  from  the  fky : 
To  nothing  great  Ihould  mortals  bend  their  care. 
Till  Jove  be  folemnly  addreft  in  prayer. 
'Tis  not  enough  to  call  for  aid  divine. 
And  court  but  once  the  favour  of  the  Nine ; 
When  objefts  rife,  that  mock  your  toil  and  pain. 
Above  the  labour  and  die  reach  of  man  j 
Then  you  may  fupplicate  the  bleft  abodes. 
And  afk  the  friendly  fuccour  of  the  Gods. 
Shock  not  your  reader,  nor  begin  too  fierce. 
Nor  fwell  and  blufler  in  a  pomp  of  verfe ; 
At  firft  all  needlefs  ornament  remove. 
To  fhun  his  prejudice,  and  vAxx  his  love. 
At  iirft,  you  find  moll  favour  and  fuccefs 
In  plain  exprefilon,  and  a  modefl  drefs. 
For  if  too  arrogant  you  vaunt  your  might. 
You  fall  with  greater  fcandal  in  the  fight. 
When  on  the  niceft  point  your  fortune  ftands. 
And  all  your  courage,  all  your  itrength  demands. 
With  gradual  flights  furprir.e  us  as  we  read ; 
And  let  more  gloiious  images  fucceed. 

To 
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To  wake  our  fouls ;  to  kindle  our  defire 

Still  to  read  on,  and  fan  the  rifing  fire. 

But  ne'er  the  fahjeft  of  your  work  proclaim 

In  its  own  colours,  and  its  genuine  name ; 

Let  it  by  diilant  tokens  be  convey'd. 

And  wrapt  in  other  words,  and  cover'd  in  their  fliade* 

At  lall  the  fubjedl  from  the  fricnd'y  fhrowd 

Burfts  out,  and  iTiincs  the  brighter  from  the  cloud ; 

Then  the  diiTolving  darknefs  breaks  away. 

And  every  objcd  glares  in  open  day. 

Thus  great  *  Ul)fles'  toils  were  I  to  choofe. 

For  the  main  theme  that  fhould  employ  my  Mufe ; 

By  his  long  labours  of  immortal  fume. 

Should  fliiue  my  hero,  but  conceal  his  name  ; 

As  one,  wlio  loft  at  fea,  had  nations  feen. 

And  mark'd  their  towns,  their  manners,  and  their  men. 

Since  Troy  was  level'd  to  the  dull  by  Greece  j 

Till  a  few  lines  epitomiz'd  the  piece. 

But  ftudy  now  what  order  to  maintain. 
To  link  tlie  work  in  one  continued  chain. 
That,  when  the  Mufe  difpJays  her  artful  fcheme. 
And  at  the  proper  time  unfolds  the  theme  ; 
Each  part  may  fmd  its  own  detcrmin'd  place. 
Laid  out  with  method,  and  difpos'd  with  grace  ; 
That  to  the  deflia'd  fcope  the  piece  may  tend. 
And  keep  one  conftant  tenor  to  the  end. 
Firll:  to  furpriling  novelties  inclin'd. 
The  bards  fome  unexpc£led  objcfts  find. 
To  wake  attention,  and  fufpend  the  mind. 

•  Vid.  Hflm.  OJ;.fl'.  Lib  I. 

A  cold 
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A  cold  dull  order  bravely  they  forLke  ; 
Fixt  and  refolv'd  the  winding  way  to  take. 
They  nobly  deviate  from  the  beaten  track. 
The  poet  marks  th*  occafion,  as  he  fmgs. 
To  launch  out  boldly  from  the  midft  of  things. 
Where  fome  diltinguifh'd  incident  he  \  iews. 
Some  fliining  aiftion  that  deferves  a  Mufe. 
Thence  by  degrees  the  wondering  reader  brings 
To  trace  the  fubjeifl  backward  to  its  fprings, 
Lert  at  his  entrance  he  fhould  idly  ftay, 
Shock'd  at  his  toil,  and  dubious  of  his  way; 
For  when  fet  down  fo  near  the  promis'd  goal. 
The  flattering  profpeft  tempts  and  fires  his  foul ; 
Already  pall  the  treacherous  bounds  appear. 
Then  moft  at  diftance,  when  they  feem  fo  near  ; 
Far  from  his  grafp  the  fleeting  harbour  flies. 
Courts  his  purfuit,  but  mocks  his  dazzled  eyes ; 
The  promis'd  region  he  with  joy  had  fpy'd, 
Vaft  tradls  of  oceans  from  his  reach  divide  ; 
Still  mull  he  backward  fteer  his  lengthen'd  way. 
And  plough  a  wide  interminable  fea. 
No  fkilful  poet  would  his  Mufe  employ. 
From  Paris'  vote  to  trace  the  fall  of  Troy, 
Nor  every  deed  of  Heclor  to  relate. 
While  his  ftrong  arm  fufpended  Ilion's  fate ; 
Work  !  for  fome  armalill !   fome  heavy  fool, 
Corredlly  dry,  and  regularly  dull. 
Beft  near  the  *  end  thofe  dreadful  fcenes  appear ; 
Wake  then,  and  roufe  the  furies  of  the  war. 
*  Sec  Homer's  Iliad. 

Vol.  LIL  N  But 
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But  for  his  ravifli'd  fair  at  firft  engage 

Peleides'  foul  in  unrelenting  rage. 

Be  this  the  caufe  that  every  Phrygian  flood 

Swells  with  red  waves,  and  rolls  a  tide  of  blocdj 

That  Xanthus'  urns  a  purple  deluge  pour. 

And  the  deep  trenches  float  with  human  gore. 

Nor  former  deeds  in  filence  mull  we  lofe. 

The  league  at  Aulis,  and  the  mutual  vows. 

The  Spartan  raging  for  his  ravilh'd  fpoufe ; 

The  thoufand  fhips;  the  woes  which  Ilion  bore 

From  Greece,  for  nine  revolving  years  before. 

This  *rule  with  judgment  Ihould  the  bard  maintain. 

Who  brings  Laertes'  wandering  fon  again. 

From  burning  Ilion  to  his  native  reign. 

Let  him  not  launch  from  Ida's  ftrand  his  fl^ips. 

With  his  attendant  friends  into  the  deeps  j 

Nor  flay  to  vanquifh  the  Ciconian  hoft ; 

But  let  him  firft  appear  (his  comrades  loft) 

With  fair  Calypfo  on  th'  Ogygian  coaft. 

From  thence,  a  world  of  toils  and  dangers  paft. 

Waft  him  to  rich  Ph^acia's  realms  at  laft. 

There  at  the  feaft  his  wanderings  to  relate. 

His  friends  dire  change ;  his  own  relentlefs  fate. 

But  if  the  bard  of  former  adlions  fings. 

He  wifely  draws  from  thofe  remoter  fprings 

The  prefent  order,  and  the  courfe  of  things. 

As  yet  unfold  th'  event  on  no  pretence, 

'Tis  your  chief  talk  to  keep  us  in  fufpenfe. 

*  See  the  Odyfll-y. 


} 


Nor 


V  IDA'S    ART    OF    POETRY.        179 

Nor  tell  what  *  prefents  Atreus'  fon  prepares. 

To  reconcile  Achilles  to  the  wars ; 

Or  f  by  what  God's  aufpicious  conduct  kd. 

From  Polyphemus'  den  Ulyffes  fled. 

Pleas'd  with  the  toil,  and  on  the  profped  bent. 

Our  fouls  leap  forward  to  the  wifh'd  event. 

No  call  of  nature  can  our  fearch  reftrain, 

And  fleep,  and  thirft,  and  hunger,  plead  in  vain. 

Glad  we  purfue  the  labour  we  embrac'd. 

And  leave  reluctant,  when  we  leave  at  laft. 

See  I  how  the  bard  triumphant  in  his  art. 

Sports  with  our  paffions,  and  commands  the  heart ; 

Now  here,  now  there,  he  turns  the  varying  fong  j 

And  draws  at  will  the  captive  foul  along  ; 

Rack'd  with  uncertain  hints,  in  every  fenfe 

We  feel  the  lengthen'd  anguilh  of  fufpenfe. 

When  X  Homer  once  has  promis'd  to  rehearfe 

Bold  Paris'  fight,  in  many  a  founding  verfe. 

He  foon  perceives  his  reader's  warm  defire 

Wrapt  in  tlie  event,  and  all  his  foul  on  fire  ; 

The  poet  then  contrives  fome  fpecious  ftay. 

Before  he  tells  the  fortune  of  the  day. 

Till  Helen  to  the  king  and  elders  fhow,  "j 

From  fome  tall  tower,  the  leaders  of  the  foe,  > 

And  name  the  heroes  in  the  fields  below.  J 

§  When  chafte  Penelope,  to  gain  her  end. 

Invites  her  fuitors  the  tough  bow  to  bend ; 


*  See  Iliad.  Lib.  XIX. 

t  Odyff.  IX, 

J  See  Iliad  III, 

§  OdylTey  XXI, 
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(Her  nuptial  bed  the  vidor's  promls'd  prize) 
With  what  addrels  her  various  arts  fhe  plies  l 
Skill'd  in  delays,  and  politickly  How 
To  fearch  her  treafures  for  her  hero's  bow. 
None  lead  the  reader  in  the  dark  along. 
To  the  lad  goal  that  terminates  the  fong ; 
Sometimes  th'  event  mufl:  glance  upon  the  fight. 
Not  glare  in  day,  nor  wholly  fink  in  night. 
'Tis  thus  Anchifes  to  his  Ton  relates 
The  various  ferics  of  his  future  fates  j 
For  this  the  *  prophets  fee,  on  Tyber's  (hore. 
Wars,  horrid  wars,  and  Latium  red  with  gore, 
A  new  Achilles  rifmg  to  deftroy 
With  boundlcfs  rage  the  poor  remains  of  Troy ; 
But  raife  his  mind  with  profpedts  of  fuccefs. 
And  give,  the  promife  of  a  lafiiing  peace. 
This  knew  the  hero  when  he  fouglit  the  plain?. 
Sprung  f  from  his  lhips,andcharg'dthe  embattled  fwain?, 
Hew'd  down  the  Latian  troops  with  matchlefs  might, 
(The  firft,  aufpicious  omen  of  the  fight) 
And  at  one  blow  gigantic  Theron  kill'd. 
Bold,  but  in  vain,  and  foremoft  of  tlie  field; 
Thus  too  t  Patroclus  with  his  luteft  breath 
Foretold  his  unregarding  viftor's  death : 
His  parting  foul  anticipates  the  blow. 
That  waits  brave  Hedor  from  a  greater  foe. 
Thou  too,  poor  Turnus,  jull  before  thy  doom 
Could'ft  read  thy  end,  and  antedate  a  tomb, 

*  See  Virg.  ^Endd.  Lib.  VI.  v.  890. 

-j-  Ibid.  Lib.  IlL  v.  458.         J  Ibid.  Lib.  V.  v,  53I. 

When 
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When  o'er  thy  head  the  baleful  fury  flew. 

And  in  dire  omens  fet  thy  fate  to  view: 

A  bird  obfcene,  fhe  flutter'd  o'er  the  field. 

And  fcream'd  thy  death,  and  beat  thy  founding  fhleld. 

For  lo  !  the  time,  the  fatal  time  is  come, 

Charg'd  with  thy  death,  and  heavy  with  thy  doom. 

When  Turnus,  though  in  vain,  Ihall  rue  the  day; 

Shall  curfe  the  golden  belt  he  bore  away ; 

Shall  wilb  too  late  young  Pallas'  fpoils  unfought. 

And  mourn  the  conquell:  he  fo  dearly  bought. 

Th'  event  fhould  glimmer  through  its  gloomy  Ihrowd, 

Though  yet  confus'd,  and  ftruggling  in  the  cloud. 

So,  to  the  traveller,  as  he  journies  on 

To  reach  the  walls  of  fome  far  dillant  town. 

If,  high  in  air,  the  dubious  turrets  rife. 

Peep  o'er  the  hills,  and  dance  before  his  eyas  ; 

Pleas'd  the  refrefhing  profpeft  to  furvey. 

Each  flride  he  lengtheiis,  and  beguiles  the  way. 

More  pleas'd  (the  tempting  fcene  in  view)  to  go. 

Than  penfively  to  walk  the  gloomy  vales  below, 

Unlefs  the  theme  within  your  bofom  roll. 
Work  in  each  thought,  and  run  through  all  the  foul ; 
Unlefs  you  alter  with  inceflant  pain. 
Pull  down,  and  build  the  fabrick  o'er  again ; 
In  vain,  when  rival-wits  your  wonder  raife. 
You'll  llrive  to  match  thofe  beauties  which  you  pralfe. 

To  one  juft  fcope  with  fixt  defign  go  on ; 
Let  fovercign  Reafon  diftate  from  her  throne. 
By  what  dctermin'd  methods  to  advance, 
But  never  truft  to  arbitrary  chance, 

N  3  Wliere 


t8»  PITT'S  Poems. 

Where  chance  prefidci,  all  objedls  wildly  join'd. 

Crowd  on  the  reader,  and  diftracl  his  mind  ; 

From  theme  to  theme  unwilling  is  he  toll. 

And  ih  the  dark  variety  i?  loft. 

You  fee  fome  Bards,  who  bold  excurfions  make 

In  long  digreiTtons  from  the  beaten  track ; 

And  paint  a  wild  unneceffary  throng 

Of  things  and  objecls  foreign  to  the  fong ; 

For  new  defcriptions  from  the  road  depart. 

Devoid  of  order,  difcipline,  and  art. 

So,  many  an  anxious  toil  and  danger  paft. 

Some  wretch  returns  from  banifhment  at  laft ; 

With  fond  delay  to  range  the  fliady  wood. 

Now  here,  now  there,  he  wanders  from  the  road ; 

From  field  to  field,  from  ftream  to  ftream  he  roves. 

And  courts  the  cooling  fhelter  of  the  groves. 

For  why  Ihould  Homer  *  deck  the  gorgeous  car. 

When  our  rais'd  fouls  are  eager  for  the  war  ? 

Or  dwell  on  every  wheel,  when  loud  alarms. 

And  Ivlars  in  thunder  calls  the  hofts  to  arms  ? 

When  with  his  heroes  we  fome  daftard  f  find. 

Of  a  vile  afpeft,  and  malignant  mind ; 

His  awkward  figure  is  net  worth  our  care ; 

His  monftrous  length  of  head,  or  want  of  hair. 

Not,  though  he  goes  with  mountain  flioulders  by. 

Short  of  a  foot,  or  blinking  in  an  eye. 

Such  trivial  objedls  call  us  off  too  long 

From  the  main  drift  and  tenor  of  the  fong. 

*  Vid.  Horn.  Iliad,  Lib.  V.  v.  yzi. 
■f  Ihli,  I.ib.  II,  V.  lit. 

Drances 
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Drances  *  appears  a  jufter  charafter. 
In  council  bold,  but  cautious  in  the  war  ; 
Faflious  and  loud  the  liltening  throng  he  draws. 
And  fwells  with  wealth,  and  popular  applaufe  ; 
But,  what  in  our's  would  never  find  a  place. 
The  bold  Greek  language  may  admit  with  grace. 

Why  fhould  I  here  the  ilratagems  recite. 
And  the  low  tricks  of  every  little  wit  ? 
Some  out  of  time  their  ftock  of  knowledge  boaft. 
Till  in  the  pedant  all  the  Bard  is  loft. 
Such  without  care  their  ufelefs  lum.ber  place  ; 
One  black,  confus'd,  and  undigefted  mafs. 
With  a  wild  heap  encumbers  every  part. 
Nor  rang'd  with  grace,  nor  methodis'd  with  art. 
But  then  in  chief,  when  things  abftrufe  they  teach. 
Themes  too  abftrafted  for  the  vulgar  reach  j 
The  hidden  nature  of  the  deities; 
The  fecret  laws  and  motions  of  the  Ikies  j 
Or  from  what  dark  original  began 
The  fiery  foul,  and  kindled  up  the  man  ; 
Oft  they  in  odious  inftances  engage. 
And  for  examples  ranfack  every  age. 
With  every  realm  ;  no  hero  will  they  pafs. 
But  adl  againft  the  rules  of  time  and  place. 
Avoid,  ye  youths,  thefe  praftices  ;  nor  raife 
Your  fwelling  fouls  to  fuch  a  thirft  of  praife. 
Some  Bards  of  eminence  there  are,  we  own. 
Who  fing  fometimes  the  journies  of  the  fun. 
The  rifmg  liars,  and  labours  of  the  moon  : 
*  vEacid.  Lib.  XI,  V.  336. 

N  4  What 


iS+  PITT'S    POEMS. 

\^'i:at  impullc  bids  the  ocean  rife  and  fall ; 

Wliat  motions  fliake  and  rock  the  tremblinjr  ball. 

Though  foreign  fubjefts  had  engag'd  their  care. 

The  rage,  tlie  din  and  thunder  of  the  war. 

Through  the  loud  field  ;  the  genius  of  the  earth ; 

Or  rules  to  raife  the  vegetable  birth  : 

Yet  'tis  but  fcldom,  and  when  time  and  place 

Require  the  thing,  and  reconcile  to  grace. 

Thofe  foreign  objeds  neceflary  fcem, 

And  flow,  to  all  appearance,  from  the  theme ; 

With  fo  much  art  fo  well  conceal'd  they  pleafe. 

When  wrought  with  fkill,  and  introduc'd  with  eafe. 

Should  not  *  Anchifes,  fuch  occafion  fhown, 

Refolve  the  quelHons  of  his  god-like  fon  ? 

If  fouls  depriv'd  of  heaven's  fair  light  repair 

Once  more  to  day,  and  breathe  the  vital  air  ? 

Or  if  from  high  Olympus  firll  they  came, 

Infpir'd  with  portions  of  ethereal  flame. 

Though  here  encumber'd  with  the  mortal  frame  ? 

Tire  not  too  long  one  fubjcdl  when  you  write. 

For  'tis  variety  that  gives  delight ; 

But  when  to  that  variety  inciin'd. 

You  fcek  new  objecis  to  relieve  the  mind, 

Be  fure  let  nothing  forc'd  or  labour'd  fceni. 

But  watch  your  time,  and  ileal  from  ofi  your  theme. 

Conceal  with  care  your  longing  to  depart, 

foi  art'^  chief  pi  ide  is  ftiJl  to  cover  art. 


»  Vid.  i^neid.  Lib.  VI. 

So 
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So  *  Mulcibcr,    in  future  ages  ikill'd, 

Kngrav.'d  Rome's  glories  on  ^Eneas'  (liield. 

On  the  bright  orb  her  future  fame  enroll'd. 

And  with  her  triumphs  charg'd  the  rifing  gold; 

Here  hgur'd  fights  the  blazing  round  adorn. 

There  his  long  line  of  heroes  yet  unborn. 

But  if  a  f  Poet  of  Aufonian  birth 

Defcribes  the  various  kingdoms  of  the  earth. 

Wide  interfperlt ;  the  Medes,  or  fwarthy  Moors ; 

The  different  natures  of  their  foils  explores. 

And  paints  the  trees  that  bloom  on  India's  fhores : 

On  his  own  land  he  looks  with  partial  eyes. 

And  lifts  the  fair  Hefperia  to  the  fkies  j 

To  all  the  fair  Hefperia  he  prefers. 

And  makes  the  woods  of  Badria  yield  to  her's. 

With  proud  Panchaia ;  though  her  groves  fhc  boalls. 

And  breathes  a  cloud  of  incenfe  from  her  coafts. 

Hear  then,  ye  generous  youths,  on  this  regard 
I  Aould  not  blame  the  condu(5l  of  the  Bard, 
Who  in  foft  numbers,  and  a  flowing  llrain. 
Relieves  and  reconciles  our  ears  again, 
\^'hcn  I  the  various  implements  had  fung 
That  to  the  fields,  and  rural  trade  belong. 
In  fweet  harmonious  meafares  would  I  teil 
How  J  Nature  mourn'd  when  the  great  Cafar  fell. 
When  Bacchus'  curling  vines  had  grac'd  my  lays. 
The  rural  pleafures  §  next  iliouid  fhare  my  praife. 

•  Virg.  ^neid,  Lib.  VIII.  v.  626. 

-j  Virg.  Georgic.  Lb.  II,  v.  136, 

l  G.;org.  Lib.  I.  v   466.         §  Ibid.  Lib,  II.  v.  45S. 
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The  labour  ended,  and  compleat  the  whole. 
Some  Bards  with  pleafure  wander  rouni  the  goal. 
The  flights  and  failles  of  the  Mufe  prolong. 
And  add  new  beauties  to  the  finifh'd  fong ; 
Pleas'd  with  th'  excurfioii  of  the  charming  ftrain. 
We  ftrive  to  quit  the  work,  but  ftrive  in  vain. 
Thus,  were  the  bees  the  fiibjed  of  my  Mufe, 
Their  laws,  their  natures,  and  celclVial  dews ; 
Poor  *  Ariftaus  fhould  his  fate  difclofc. 
His  mother's  counfel  (hould  affwage  his  woes ; 
Old  Proteus  here  fhould  liruggle  in  his  chain. 
There  in  foft  verfe  the  Thracian  Bard  complain 
(As  Philomela  on  a  poplar  bough 
Bewails  her  young,  melodious  in  her  woe) . 
Panga;an  lleeps  his  forrcws  fliould  return. 
And  vocal  Thrace  with  Rhcdope  Ihould  mourn  j 
Hebrus  fhould  roll  low-murmuring  to  the  deep. 
And  barbarous  nations  wonder  why  they  weep. 
Tims  too  the  Poets,  who  tiie  names  declare 
Of  kings  and  nations  gathering  to  the  war. 
Sometimes  diverfify  the  itrain,  and  hng 
The  wondrous  change  of  the  f  Ligurian  king. 
While  for  his  Phaeton  his  forrows  flow. 
And  his  harmonious  llrains  beguile  his  woe. 
O'er  all  the  man  the  fnowy  feathers  rife. 
And  in  a  tuneful  fwan  he  mounts  the  fkies. 
Thus  too  I  Hippolitus,  by  Dian's  care 
And  Paean's  art,  returns  to  upper  air. 

*  Georg  Lib.  XI.  v.  317.         f  /Eneid.  Lib.  X.  v,  j?5. 
I  y^uii^.  Lib.  Vil.  V.756. 

The 
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The  Bards  now  paint  the  arms  their  heroes  wie!d. 

And  each  bold  figure  on  the  glittering  fhicld. 

Great  *  Aventinus,  great  Alcides'  fon. 

Wore  the  proud  trophy  which  his  father  won ; 

An  hundred  ferpents  o'er  the  buckler  roll'd, 

And  Hydra  hifs'd  from  all  her  heads  in  gold. 

Now  blooming  Tempe's  cool  retreats  they  fiiig. 

And  now  with  flowery  beauties  paint  the  fpring. 

Now  with  a  fylvan  fcene  the  floods  they  hide ; 

Or  teach  the  fam'd  Eridanus  to  glide. 

Or  fport  on  fabled  Achelous'  fide, 

Or  hoary  Nereus'  numerous  race  difplay. 

The  hundred  azure  fifters  of  the  fea. 

With  them  the  nymphs  that  haunt  their  native  woods, 

And  the  long  orders  of  the  Sylvan  Gxjgs. 

With  gay  defcriptlons  fprinlde  here  and  there 
Some  grave  inftrudive  fentences  with  care. 
That  touch  on  life,  fome  moral  good  purfue. 
And  give  us  virtue  in  a  tranlient  view ; 
Rules,  which  the  future  fire  may  make  his  own. 
And  point  the  golden  precepts  to  his  fon. 

Sometimes  on  little  images  to  fall. 
And  thus  illullrate  mighty  things  by  fmall ; 
With  due  fuccefs  the  licens'd  Poet  dares. 
When  to  the  f  ants  the  Phrygians  he  compares. 
Who,  leaving  Carthage,  gather  to  the  feas ; 
Or  the  laborious  Ty^^^is  to  the  J  bees. 

*  Virg.  y^neid.  Lib.  VII.  v.  656.         f  Ibid,  Lib.  IX.  v.  402c, 
J  Ibid.  Lib.  I,  V.  ,^3<j. 

But 
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But  fwarming  *  flies,  ofFenfive  animals. 
That  buz  inctfiant  o'er  the  fmoaking  pails. 
Are  images  too  low,  to  paint  the  holb 
That  roll  and  blacken  o'er  Aufonia's  coafts. 
The  lofty  Mufe  who  fung  the  Latian  war. 
Would  think  fuch  trivial  things  beneath  Jier  care. 
How  from  his  majefty  would  Virgil  fall. 
If  Turnus,  fcarcc  repell'd  from  llion's  wall. 
Retiring  grimly  with  a  tardy  pace. 
Had  e'er  becMi  figur'd  by  the  patient  f  afs ! 
Whom  unregarded  troops-  of  boys  furround. 
While  o'er  his  fides  their  rattling  llrokes  refound ; 
Slow  he  gives  way,  and  crops  the  fpringing  grain. 
Turns  on  each  fide,  and  flops  to  graze  again. 
In  every  point  tlie  thing  is  juft,  we  know. 
But  then  the  image  is  itfelf  too  low : 
For  Turnus,  fprung  from  fuch  a  glorious  ftrain. 
The  vile  refemblance  would  with  fcorn  difdain. 
With  better  grace  the  |  lion  may  appear. 
Who,  fmgly  impotent  the  crowd  to  dare. 
Repel,  or  fland  their  whole  embody 'd  war. 
Looks  grimly  back,  and  rolls  his  glaring  eye, 
Defpairs  to  conquer,  and  difdains  to  ilv. 

Since  fidions  arc  allow'd,  be  fure,  ye  youth.-. 
Your  fif^ions  wear  at  leaft  the  air  of  truths. 
Wlien  §  Glaucus  meets  Tydides  on  the  plain, 
Jnflam'd  with  rage,  and  recki\ig  from  the  flain; 

•  Ilijd.  Lib.  II.  V.  4^1,.         f  Jbid.  Lib.  XI.  V.  is;. 

J  /Er.eid   Lib.  iX.  v.'  -jt^?.,      §  Uomzt\  Jliad.  Lib.  VI.  v.  1x9. 

Some 
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Some  think  they  could  not  pafs  the  time  away. 
In  fuch  long  narratives,  and  cool  delay, 
Amidft  the  raging  tumult  of  the  day. 
But  yet  we  hear  fierce  Diomed  relate 
The  crime  of  bold  Lycurgus,  and  his  fate ; 
And  Glaucus  talks  of  brave  Bellerophon, 
Doom'd  for  a  lawlefs  paffion  not  his  own ; 
Sets  forth  the  hero's  great  exploits  to  view. 
How  the  bold  chief  the  dire  Chimajra  flew. 
The  Solymsan  holt,  and  Amazonian  crew. 
For  thofe  furprizing  fidions  are  defign'd 
With  their  fweet  falfnoods  to  delight  the  mind ; 
The  Bards  expeft  no  credit  Ihould  be  given 
To  the  bare  lye,  though  authoriz'd  by  hea\en. 
Which  oft  with  confidence  they  vent  abroad. 
Beneath  the  needful  fanction  of  a  god. 
'Twas  thus  the  *  roafted  heifers  of  the  fun 
Spoke  o'er  the  fire  with  accents  not  their  own ; 
'Twas  thus  f  Achilles'  lleed  his  fi'ence  broke. 
And  I  Trojan  (hips  in  human  voices  fpoke ; 
As  wrought  by  heaven  thefe  wonders  they  relate. 
All  airy  vifions  of  the  ivory  gate  ! 

Speak  things  but  once,  if  order  be  your  care. 
For  more  the  cloy'd  attention  will  not  bear. 
And  tedious  repetitions  tire  the  ear. 
In  this  we  differ  from  the  Grecian  train. 
Who  tell  §  Atrides'  vifions  o'er  again. 


S 


•  Homer.  OdyfT.  Lib.  XII.  v,  395.  f  Iliad.  Lib.  XVIL 

V.  426.  I  Virgii.  Alneid.  Lib,  X.  v.  2zS.  ^  V'id.  Iliad. 

Lib.  IL 

'Tis 
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*Tis  not  enough  with  them  we  know  the  caufe 
Why  great  Achilles  from  the  war  withdraws, 
Unlefs  the  *  weejting  hero,  on  the  fhore. 
Tells  his  blue  mother  all  we  heard  before. 
So  much  on  punftual  niceties  they  ftand. 
That,  when  their  kings  difpatch  fome  high  command, 
AH,  word  for  word,  th'  embafladors  f   rehearfe 
In  the  fame  tenor  of  unvaried  verfe. 
Not  fo  did  X  Venulus  from  Arpi  bring 
The  final  anfwer  of  th*  ^Etolian  king. 
Let  others  labour  on  a  vaft  defign, 
A  lefs,  but  polilh'd  with  due  care,  be  thine. 
To  change  its  ftruflure,  be  your  laft  delight ; 
Thus  fpend  the  day,  and  exercife  the  night, 
Inceflant  iu  your  toil.     But  if  you  choofe 
A  larger  field  and  fubjecl  for  your  Mufe ; 
If  fcanty  limits  fhould  the  theme  confine. 
Learn  witli  juil  art  to  lengthen  the  defign 
Beyond  its  native  bounds  ;  the  roving  mind 
A  thoufand  methods  to  this  end  may  find ; 
Unnamber'd  fidlions  may  with  truths  be  join'd. 
Nature  fupplies  a  fund  of  matter  ftill ; 
Then  cull  th'  rich  variety  at  will. 
Spe !  how  the  §  Bard  calls  down  th'  embattled  Gods, 
All  rang'd  in  fadlions,  from  their  bright  abodes; 

•  Hom.  Iliad.  Lib.  I.  v.  370.         f  Ibid.  Lib.  IX.  v.  264. 
X  Virg.  ^neid.  Lib.  XI.  v.  243, 

^  All  thefe  particulars,  to  tiie  end  of  tliis  paragraph,  are  taken 
from  Homer  and  Virgil, 

Who 
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Who,  fir'd  with  mutual  hate,  their  arms  employ. 
And  in  the  field  declare  for  Greece  or  Troy  j 
Till  Jove  convenes  a  council  to  afTwage 
Their  rifmg  fury,  and  fufpend  their  rage ; 
Though  the  bleft  Gods,  remov'd  fi'om  human  eyes. 
Live  in  immortal  eafe  within  the  diftant  flcies. 
And  now  th'  infernal  realm  his  theme  he  makes. 
The  reign  of  Pluto,  the  Tartarean  lakes. 
The  Furies  dreadful  with  their  curling  fnakes. 
He  gathers  omens  from  each  bird  that  flies. 
And  figns  from  every  wing  that  beats  the  fkies. 
He  now  defcribes  a  banquet,  where  the  gueft 
Prolongs  with  nai-ratives  the  royal  feali. 
Or  at  the  glorious  hero's  tomb  we  read 
Of  games  ordain'd  in  honour  of  the  dead. 
And  oft  for  mercies  in  old  times  difplay'd. 
To  their  own  Gods  their  annual  rites  are  paid. 
For  monftrous  Python  {lain,  their  praifes  rife. 
And  hft  the  fame  of  Phoebus  to  the  fkies. 
In  hym.ns  Alcides'  labours  they  refound. 
While  Cacus  lies  extended  on  the  ground. 
Alternate  fmg  the  labours  of  his  hands, 
Enjoin'd  by  fierce  Euryflheus'  flern  command'' ; 
The  den  of  Cacus  crowns  the  grateful  ftrain. 
Where  the  grim  monfler  breathes  liis  flames  in  vain. 

Mark  how  fometimes  the  Bard  without  control 
Exerts  his  fire,  and  pours  forth  all  his  foul; 
His  lines  fo  daring,  and  his  words  fo  Itrong ; 
We  fee  the  fjbjefl  iigur'd  in  the  fong : 

When 
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When  witli  the  winds  old  *  Ocean  he  deforms. 

Or  paints  the  rage  and  Jiorrors  of  the  ftorms ; 

Or  drives  on  pointed  rocks  the  burning  Ihips, 

Toll  on  the  Euxiiie,  or  Sicilian  deeps. 

Or  fmgs  the  f  plagues  that  blaft  the  livid  fky. 

When  bealls  by  herds,  and  men  by  nations  die ; 

Or  the  fierce  flames  I  that  ^Etna's  jaws  expire. 

Her  melted  rocks,  and  deluges  of  lire. 

When  from  her  mouth  the  burlling  vapour  flies. 

And,  charg'd  with  ruin,  thunders  to  the  flcies ; 

While  drifts  of  fmoak  in  footy  whirlwinds  play. 

And  clouds  of  cinders  ftain  the  golden  day. 

See  !  as  the  Poet  founds  the  dire  alarms. 

Calls  on  tlie  war,  and  fcts  the  hoiis  in  ai  ms ; 

Squadrons  on  fquadions  driven,  confus'dly  die; 

Grim  Mars  in  all  his  terrors  llrikes  the  eye  ; 

More  than  defcription  rifing  to  the  fight, 

Prefcnts  the  real  horrors  of  the  fight ; 

A  new  creation  fcems  our  praife  to  claim ; 

(Hence  Greece  derives  the  facred  §  Poet's  name;) 

The  dieadful  clang  of  clalhing  arms  we  hear ;  ■> 

The  agonizing  groan,  the  fruitlefs  prayer,  > 

And  Ihrieks  of  fuppllants  thicken  on  the  ear.  J 

Who,  when  he  reads  a  ||  city  Itorm'd,  forbears 

To  feel  her  woes,  and  fympathizc  in  tears  ? 

When  o'er  the  palaces  the  flames  afpire 

From  wall  to  wall,  and  wrap  the  domes  in  fire  ? 

*  ^neid.  Lib.  I.  -|-  Ibid.  Lib.  IIL  v.  137.  %  Ibid. 

V,  571.  §  A  Ta  vituv.  11  Vid.  ^neid.  Lib,  II. 

The 
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Tlie  fire,  with  years  and  hoftile  rage  oppreft  1 

The  Halting  infant,  clinging  to  the  breaft  ! 

The  trembling  mother  runs,  with  piercing  cries. 

Through  friends  and  foes,  and  fhrieking  rends  thefkies. 

Drag'd  from  the  altar,  the  diHraded  fair 

Beats  her  white  breaft,  and  tears  her  golden  hair. 

Here  in  thick  crowds  the  vanquifh'd  fly  away. 

There  the  proud  victors  heap  tlie  wealthy  prey; 

With  r^-ge  relentlefs  ravage  their  abodes. 

Nor  fpare  the  facred  temples  of  the  Gods. 

O'er  thq  whole  town  they  run  with  wild  affright, 

Tumultuous  hafte,  and  violence  of  flight. 

Why  fhould  I  mention  how  our  fouls  afpire. 
Loft  in  the  raptures  of  the  facred  fire  ? 
For  ev'n  the  foul  not  always  holds  the  fame. 
But  knows  at  different  times  a  different  frame. 
Whether  with  rolling  feafons  (he  compHes, 
Turns  with  the  fun,  or  changes  with  the  ik-ies  j 
Or  through  long  toil,  remiifive  of  her  fires. 
Droops  with  the  mortal  frame  her  force  infpires ; 
Or  that  our  minds  alternately  appear 
Now  bright  with  joy,  and  now  o'ercaft  with  care. 
No! — but  the  Gods,  th'  immortal  Gods  fupply 
The  glorious  fires ;  they  fpeak  the  deity. 
Then  bleil:  is  he  who  waits  th'  aufpicious  nod. 
The  warmth  divine,  and  prefence  of  the  God ; 
Who  his  fufpended  labours  can  reftraiii. 
Till  heaven's  ferene  indulgence  fmlles  again. 
But  ftrive,  on  no  pretence,  againft  your  power. 
Till  time  brings  back  the  voluntary  hour. 

Vol.  LII.  O  Some- 


J94  PITT'S    POEMS. 

Sometimes  their  verdant  honours  leave  the  woods. 
And  their  dry  ums  defraud  the  tl\irftv  floods ; 
Nor  flill  the  rivers  a  full  channel  yield. 
Nor  Spring  with  flowery  beauties  paints  the  field ; 
The  Bards  no  lefs  fuch  fickle  changes  find, 
Dampt  is  the  noble  ardor  of  the  mind  ; 
Their  wonted  toil  her  wearied  powers  refufe  ; 
Their  fouls  grow  flack  and  languid  to  the  Mufe, 
Deaf  to  their  call ;  their  efforts  are  withftood ; 
Round  their  cold  hearts  congeals  the  freezing  blood- 
You'd  think  the  Mufes  fled;  the  God  no  more 
Would  fire  the  bofom  where  he  dwelt  before. 
No  more  return  ! — how  often,  though  in  vain. 
The  Poet  would  renew  the  wonted  ftrain ! 
Nor  fees  the  Gods  who  thwart  his  fruitlefs  care. 
Nor  angry  Heaven  relentlefs  to  his  prayer. 
Some  read  the  ancient  Bards,  of  deathlefs  fame. 
And  from  their  raptures  catch  the  noble  flame 
By  juft  degrees ;  they  feed  the  glowing  vein. 
And  all  th'  immortal  ardour  burns  agam 
In  its  full  light  and  heat;  the  fun's  bright  ray 
Thus  (when  the  clouds  difperfe)  reftores  the  day: 
Whence  fliot  this  fudden  flafli  that  gilds  the  pole  ? 
The  God,  the  God  comes  rufliing  on  his  foul ; 
Fires  with  ethereal  vigour  every  part. 
Through  every  trembling  limb  he  feems  to  dart. 
Works  in  each  vein,  and  fwells  his  rifing  heart. 
Deep  in  his  brcaft:  the  heavenly  tumult  plays. 
And  fets  his  mounting  fpirits  on  a  blaze. 

Nor 
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Nor  can  the  raging  flames  themfelves  contain. 
For  the  whole  God  defcends  into  the  man. 
He  quits  mortality,  he  knows  no  bounds. 
But  flngs  infpir'd  in  more  than  human  founds. 
Nor  from  his  breaft  can  fhalce  th'  immortal  load* 
But  pants  and  raves  impatient  of  the  God ; 
And,  rapt  beyond  himfelf,  admires  the  force 
That  drives  him  on  reluclant  to  the  courfe. 
He  calls  on  Phcebus,  by  the  God  opprelt. 
Who  breathes  excelTive  fpirit  in  his  breaii  j 
No  force  of  thlril  or  hanger  can  control 
The  fierce,  the  ruling  tranfport  of  his  foul. 
Oft  in  their  fleep,  infpir'd  with  rage  divine. 
Some  Bards  enjoy  the  vifions  of  the  Nine  : 
Vifions  !  themfelves  with  due  applaufe  may  crovvji^ 
\^ifions  !  that  Phcebus  or  that  Jove  may  own. 
To  fuch  an  height  the  God  exalts  the  flame. 
And  fo  unbounded  is  their  thirll  of  fame. 
But  here,  ye  youths,  exert  your  timely  care. 
Nor  trufl  th'  ungovernable  rage  too  far ; 
Ufe  not  your  fortune,  nor  unfurl  your  fails. 
Though  foftly  courted  by  the  flattering  gales, 
Refufe  them  ftill,  and  call  your  judgment  in. 
While  the  fierce  God  exults  and  reigns  within ; 
To  reafon's  flandard  be  your  thoughts  confin'd. 
Let  judgment  calm  the  terapefl  of  the  mind. 
Indulge  your  heat  with  conduft,  and  refl:rain; 
Learn  when  to  draw,  and  when  to  give  the  rein. 
But  always  wait  till  the  warm  raptures  ceafe. 
And  lull  the  tumults  of  the  foul  to  peace  j 

O  2  Then, 
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Then,  nor  till  then,  examine  ftriilly  o'er 
What  your  wild  Tallies  might  fuygelt  before. 

Be  fure,  from  nature  never  to  depart ; 
To  copy  nature  is  the  tafk  of  art. 
The  nobleft  poets  own  her  fovereign  fway. 
And  ever  follow  where  fhe  leads  the  way. 
From  her  the  different  charaftL-rs  they  trace. 
That  mark  the  human  or  the  favage  race. 
Each  various  and  diilindl;  in  every  ftage 
They  paint  mankind ;  their  humours,  fex,  and  age  ; 
They  fhew  what  manners  the  flow  fage  become. 
What  the  biiflc  youth  in  all  his  fprightly  bloom. 
In  every  word  and  fentiment  explain. 
How  the  proud  monarch  differs  from  the  fwain. 
I  naufeate  all  confounded  charafters, 
Where  young  Telemachus  too  grave  appears. 
Or  reverend  Neflor  adls  beneath  his  years. 
The  poet  fuits  his  fpeeches,  when  he  fmgs. 
To  proper  perfons,  and  the  ftate  of  things ; 
On  each  their  juft  difHnftions  are  beflow'd. 
To  mark  a  male,  a  female,  or  a  God. 
Thus  when  in  *  heaven  feditious  tumults  rife, 
Amongft  the  radiant  fenate  of  the  fkies. 
The  fire  of  Gods,  and  fovereign  of  mankind. 
In  a  few  words  unfolds  his  facred  mind. 
Not  fo  fair  Venus ;  who  at  large  replies. 
And  pities  Troy,  and  counts  her  mifcries. 
Woes  undeferv'd ;  but  with  contention  fir'd. 
And  with  the  fpirit  of  revenge  infpir'd, 
•  Vid.  ALncid.  Lib.  X. 

Fierce 
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Fierce  Juno  ftorms  amidll:  the  bleft  abodes. 
And  ftuns  with  loud  complaints  the  liftening  Gods. 
When  youthful  * Tuinus  the  Hern  combat  claims. 
His  rifing  heart  is  fiU'd  with  martial  flames ; 
Impell'd  by  rage,  and  bent  to  prove  his  might. 
His  foul  fprings  forward,  and  prevents  the  fight; 
Rouz'd  to  revenge,  his  kindling  fpirits  glow. 
Confirm  his  challenge,  and  prov'oke  the  foe. 
The  fugitive  of  Troy. — But  while  his  rage 
And  youthful  courage  prompts  him  to  engage. 
On  Latium's  king  incumbent  it  appears. 
Grown  old  in  prudence,  piety,  and  years. 
To  weigh  events,  and  youthful  heat  ailwage. 
With  the  cold  caution  and  the  fears  of  age. 
In  Dido's  various  chara£ler  is  feen. 
The  furious  lover  and  the  gracious  queen : 
When  Troy's  fam'd  chief,  commanded  from  above. 
Prepares  to  quit  her  kingdom,  and  her  lovej 
She  raves,  fhe  Itorms  with  unavailing  care. 
Grown  wild  with  grief,  and  frantic  with  defpair. 
Through  every  flreet  fhe  flies,  with  anguifli  flung. 
And  broken  accents  flutter  on  her  tongue; 
Her  words  confus'd  and  interrupted  flow. 
Speak  and  exprefs  the  hurry  of  her  woe. 
How  in  this  Dido  is  that  Dido  loft. 
Who  late  receiv'd  the  Trojans  on  her  coafl. 
And  bade  them  banifli  grief,  and  fliare  her  throne, 
Difmifs  their  fears,  and  think  her  realms  their  own  I 
*  ^ncid.  Lib.  XII.  V.  9. 

O  3  Next 
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Next  the  great  orator?  confult,  and  thence 
Draw  all  the  moving  turns  of  eloquence  ; 
That  *  Sinon  may  his  Phrygian  foes  betray. 
And  lead  the  crowd,  as  fraad  directs  the  way ; 
That  wife  f  Ulyfles,  may  the  Greeks  detain, 
Wnile  Troy  yet  llood,  from  meafuring  back  the  main. 
Need  I  name  X  Neftor,  who  could  t.ilk  to  peace. 
With  melting  words,  the  faftious  kings  of  Greece? 
Whofe  foft  addrefs  their  fury  could  control. 
Mould  every  pafllon,  and  fubdae  the  foul ! 
Thele  foothing  arts  to  §  Venus  fure  were  known. 
To  beg  immortal  arms  to  grace  her  fon ; 
Ker  injur'd  fpoufe  each  thrilling  word  infpires. 
With  every  pang  of  love  to  fccond  her  defires. 
With  nicelt  art  the  fair  adultrefi  draws 
Her  fond  addreffes  from  a  dillant  caufe ; 
And  all  her  guileful  accents  are  defign'd 
To  catch  his  paflions,  and  enfnare  his  mind. 
'Tis  hence  the  poet  learns  in  every  part 
To  bend  the  foul,  and  give  with  wondrous  art 
A  thoufand  diirerent  motions  to  the  heart. 
Kence,  as  hii  fubjcci:  gay  or  fad  appears. 
He  claims  our  joy,  or  triumphs  in  our  tears. 
Who,  when  he  fees  how  ||  Orpheus'  forrows  flow, 
Weeps  not  his  tears,  and  anfwers  woe  for  woe  ? 
When  he  his  dear  Eurydice  deplores 
To  the  deaf  rocks,  and  folitary  fhores ; 

*  Vid.  ^neid.  Lib.  II.  t  Horn.  Il-uvJ.  Lib.  IT. 

J  ^.neid.  Lib.  VIII.  v.  370.         §  Iliad.  Lib.  I.  v.  246. 
jj  Virgil.  Gcorgic.  Lib.  IV.  v.  464. 
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With  the  foft  harp  the  bard  relieves  his  pain. 

For  thee,  when  morning  dawns,  prolongs  the  ftrain. 

For  thee,  when  Phoebus  feeks  the  feas  again. 

Or  when  the  young  *  Euryalus  is  kill'd. 

And  rolls  in  death  along  the  bloody  field ; 

Like  fome  fair  flower  beneath  the  fhare  he  lies. 

His  head  declin'd,  and  drooping  as  he  dies ; 

The  reader's  foul  is  touch'd  with  generous  woe. 

He  longs  to  rulh  with  Nifus  on  the  foe ; 

He  burns  with  friendly  pity  to  the  dead. 

To  raife  the  youth,  and  prop  his  iinking  head ; 

And  fl:ri\'es  in  vain  to  flop  the  gulhing  blood. 

That  Ilains  his  bofoni  with  a  purple  flood. 

But  if  the  bard  fuch  images  purfues. 
That  raife  the  blufhes  of  the  Mrgin-Mufe ; 
Let  them  be  fllghtly  touch'd,  and  ne'er  expreft. 
Give  but  an  hint,  and  let  us  guefs  the  refl;. 
If  Jove  commands  the  gathering  ftorms  to  rife. 
And  with  deep  thunder^  rends  the  vaulted  Ikies, 
To  the  fame  c  ive  together  may  repair 
To  the  Trojan  f  hero  and  the  Tyrian  fair. 
The  poet's  modefty  mull  add  no  more ; 
Enough,  that  earth  had  given  the  fign  before ; 
The  confcious  zether  was  with  flames  o'erfpread. 
The  nymphs  ran  flirieking  round  the  mountain's  head. 
Nor  let  young  Trollus,  unhappy  boy. 
Meet  fierce  Achilles  in  the  plains  of  Troy  j 
But  fliew  th'  unequal  youth's  untimely  fall. 
To  great  ^neas  on  the  Tyrian  wall ; 

*  ^neid.  Lib.  IX.  v.  433.         f  Ibid,  Lib.  IV.  v.  165. 

O  /L  Supine 
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Supine  and  hanging  from  his  empty  car, 
Drag'd  by  Ills  panting  courfers  tlirough  the  war. 
Tills,  from  our  bright  examples  you  may  trace. 
To  write  with  judgment,  decency,  and  grace; 
From  others  learn  invention  to  encreafc. 
And  fearch  in  chief  the  glorious  fons  of  Greece ; 
For  her  bright  treafurcs  Argos'  realms  explore. 
Bring  home  triumphant  all  ht;r  gather'd  flore. 
And  with  her  fpolLs  enrich  the  Latian  fliore. 
Nor  is  the  glory  of  tranflaticn  lefs. 
To  give  the  Grecian  bards  a  Roman  drefs. 
If  Phcebus'  gracious  fmiles  ilie  labour  crown. 
Than  if  lome  new  invention  were  your  own. 
Mincio's  and  Manto's  glorious  fon  behold, 
Th'  immortal  Virgil,  fheath'd  in  foreign  gold. 
Shines  out  unfliam'd,  and  towers  above  the  reft. 
In  the  rich  fpoUs  of  godlike  Homer  dreft. 
Let  Greece  in  triumph  bo,.ft  that  fhe  imparts 
To  Latium's  conquering  realms  her  glorious  arts  : 
While  Latium's  fons  improve  her  beft  defigns. 
Till  by  degrees  each  polllh'd  labour  fliines. 
While  Rome  advances  now  in  arts,  as  far 
Above  all  cities,  as  of  old  in  war. 

Ye  Gods  of  Rome,  ye  guardian  deities. 
Who  lift  our  nation's  glory  to  the  iTcies ; 
And  thou,  Apollo,  the  great  fource  of  Troy, 
Let  Rome  at  leaf!;  this  fingle  palm  enjoy. 
To  fliine  in  arts  fupreme,  as  once  in  power. 
And  teach  the  nations  ftie  fubdued  before ; 

Since 
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And  clouds  the  ancient  glories  of  her  arms. 
In  our  own  brealb  we  Iheath  the  civil  fword. 
Our  country  naked  to  a  foreign  lord  ; 
Which  lately,  proftrate,  ftarted  from  defpair, 
Burn'd  with  new  hopes,  and  arm'd  her  hands  for  war; 
But  arm'd  in  vain  ; — th'  inexorable  hate 
Of  envious  Fortune  call'd  her  to  her  fate, 
Infatiate  in  her  rage  ;  her  frowns  oppofe 
The  Latian  fame,  and  woes  are  heap'd  on  woes. 
Our  dread  alarms  each  foreign  monarch  took. 
Through  all  their  tribes  the  diflant  nations  fliook  j 
To  earth's  laft  bounds  the  fame  of  Leo  runs, 
Kile  heard,  and  Indus  trembled  for  his  fons. 
Arabia  heard  the  Medicean  line. 
The  firft  of  men,  and  fprung  from  race  divine. 
The  fovereign  prieft,  and  mitred  king,  appears 
With  his  lov'd  Julius  join'd,  who  kindly  fhares 
The  reins  of  empire,  and  the  public  cares. 
To  break  their  country's  chains,  the  generous  pair 
Concert  their  fchemes,  and  meditate  the  war. 
On  Leo  Europe's  monarchs  turn  their  eyes. 
On  him  alone  the  weftern  world  relies ; 
And  each  bold  chief  attends  his  dread  alarms, 
W^hile  die  proud  crefcent  fades  before  his  arms. 
High  on  his  fplendid  car,  immortal  Rome, 
Thine  eves  had  feen  the  holy  warrior  come. 
Lord  of  the  vanquifh'd  world,  in  triumph  home. 
Th)-  ftreams,  old  Tyber,  fwell'd  with  confcious  pride, 
Jiad  borne  thy  kiiidred  warrior  down  thy  tide ; 

While, 
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While,  crov/dcd  up  in  heaps,  thy  waves  admire 
The  captive  nations,  and  their  llrange  attire  ; 
Behind  his  wheels  (hould  march  a  numerous  train 
Of  fcepter'd  flaves,  reluvflant  to  the  chain. 
Forget  theij-  haughty  threats,  ar-d  boall  in  vain. 
Though  tlie  proud  foe,  of  Jury's  realm  polTeft, 
Has  fpread  his  wide  dominion  through  the  Eaft ; 
Sees  his  dread  flandard  there  at  large  unfurl'd. 
And  grafps  in  thought  the  empire  of  the  world ; 
And  now  (ye  gods)  increas'd  in  barbarous  power. 
His  armies  hover  o'er  th'  Hefperian  fl^ore. 
To  fee  the  paffing  pomp,  the  ravifh'd  throng 
Through  every  lireet  Ihould  flow  in  tides  along  ; 
The  facred  father,  as  the  numbers  roll'd. 
Should  his  dear  citizens  again  behold. 
High  o'er  the  fhoutuig crowds  entliron'd  in  gold; 
Should  Ihew  the  trophies  of  his  glorious  toils. 
And  hang  the  (hrines  with  confecrated  fpcils. 
Piles  of  barbaric  gold  fiiould  glitter  there. 
The  wealth  of  kingdoms,  and  the  pomp  of  war  : 
But,  by  your  crime,  ye  godi,  oar  hopes  are  croft. 
And  thofe  imaginary  triumphs  loft  ; 
Interr'd  with  Leo,  in  one  fatal  hour. 
Pur  profpefts  perifli'di  as  they  liv'd  before. 
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BOOK    III. 

"f  TTHAT  ftyle,  what  languigv'^,  fuks  tlie  poet's  lays, 

'  '      To  claim  Apollo's  and  the  Mufes'  praile, 
I  now  unfold  ;  to  this  lafl;  bound  I  tend, 
And  fee  my  promis'd  labours  at  an  end. 

Firfl:  then,  with  care  a  juft  exprefTion  chufe. 
Led  by  the  kind  indulgence  of  the  Mufe, 
To  drefs  up  every  fubjed  when  you  write. 
And  fet  all  objects  in  a  proper  light. 
But  left  the  diltant  profped  of  the  goal 
Should  damp  your  vigour,  and  your  frrength  control 
Roufe  every  power,  and  call  forth  all  the  foul. 
See  !  how  the  Nine  the  panting  youth  invite. 
With  one  loud  voice  to  reach  ParnafTus'  height ; 
See  !  how  they  hold  aloft  th'  immortal  crown. 
To  urge  the  courfe,  and  call  the  vitlor  on ; 
See  !  from  the  clouds  each  lavilh  goddt-fs  pours. 
Full  o'er  thy  head,  a  fjdden  fpring  of  flowers. 
And  rcfes  fall  in  odoriferous  fhowers ; 
CelelV.al  fcents  in  balmy  breezes  fly. 
And  ihed  ambrofial  fpirits  from  the  fky. 

In  chief  avoid  obfcurity,  nor  fhroud 
Your  thoughts  and  dark  conceptions  in  a  cloud  ; 
For  *  fome,  we  know,  afi^eft  to  fliun  the  light, 
Lofl  in  forc'd  figures,  and  involv'd  in  night, 
*  Peifius  and  Lycophron, 

Studious 
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Studious  and  bent  to  leave  the  common  way. 
They  flculk  in  darknefs,  and  abhor  the  day. 
Oh  !  may  the  facred  Nine  infpire  my  lays 
7'o  fnine  with  pride  in  their  owi  native  rays ; 
For  this  we  need  not  importune  the  flcies. 
In  our  own  power  and  will  the  bleffing  lies. 
Expreffion,  boundlefs  in  extent,  difplays 
A  thoufand  forms,  a  thoufand  feveral  ways ; 
In  different  garbs  from  different  quarters  brought. 
It  makes  unnumber'd  dreffes  for  a  thought ; 
Such  vaft  varieties  of  hues  we  find 
To  paint  conception,  aid  unfold  the  mind  I 
If  e'er  you  toil,  but  toil  without  fuccefs. 
To  give  your  images  a  fliining  drefs, 
Qnit  your  purfuit,  and  chufe  a  different  way. 
Till,  breaking  forth,  the  voluntary  ray 
Cuts  the  thick  dirknefs,  and  lets  down  the  day. 
Since  then  a  thoufand  forms  you  may  purfue, 
A  thoufand  figures  rifing  to  the  view, 
Unlefs  coniin'd  and  ftreighten'd  in  your  fcheme. 
With  the  Ihort  limits  of  a  fcanty  theme. 
From  thefe  to  thofe  with  boundlefs  freedom  pafs. 
And  to  each  image  give  a  different  face. 
The  readers  hence  a  wondrous  pleafure  find. 
That  charms  the  ear,  and  captivates  the  mind; 
In  tliis  the  laws  of  nature  we  obey. 
And  act  as  her  example  points  the  way. 
Which  has  on  every  different  fpecies  thrown 
A  ihape  diiibdl  and  figure  of  its  own ; 

Man 
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Man  differs  from  the  beall  that  haunts  the  woods. 
The  bird  from  every  native  of  the  floods. 

See  how  the  poet  banifhes  with  grace 
A  native  term  to  give  a  *  llranger  place  I 
From  different  images  with  jufl  fuccefs 
He  cloaths  his  matter  in  the  borrow'd  drefs : 
The  borrow'd  drefs  the  things  tlicmfclves  admire. 
And  wonder  whence  they  drew  the  ftrange  attire ; 
Proud  of  their  raviih'd  fpoils,  they  now  difclaim 
Their  former  colour,  and  their  genuine  name. 
And,  in  another  garb  more  beauteous  grown. 
Prefer  the  foreign  habit  to  their  own. 
Oft'  as  he  paints  a  battle  on  the  plain. 
The  battle's  imag'd  by  the  roaring  main  ; 
Now  he  the  fight  a  fiery  deluge  names. 
That  pours  along  the  fields  a  flood  of  flames  ; 
In  airy  confl'ft  now  the  winds  appear. 
Alarm  the  deeps,  and  wage  the  fl:ormy  war; 
To  the  fierce  ftiock  th'  embattl'd  tempefls  pour. 
Waves  charge  on  waves,  th'  encountering  billows  roar. 
Thus  in  a  vary'd  drefs  the  fubjedl  fliines. 
By  turns  the  objedls  fliift  their  proper  figns ; 
From  fhape  to  iliape  alternately  they  run. 
To  borrow  others'  charms,  and  lend  their  own  ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  borrow'd  charms,  the  readers  find    ■\ 
A  crowd  of  different  images  combin'd,  L 

Rife  from  a  fingle  objeft  to  the  mind.  J 

So  the  pleas'd  traveller,  from  a  mountain's  brow. 
Views  the  calm  furface  of  the  feas  below ; 
*  The  Metaphor. 

Though 
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Though  wide  beneath  the  floating  ocean  lies 

The  iirll  immediate  objedl  of  his  eyes. 

He  fees  the  fore  lis  tremble  from  within. 

And  gliding  meadows  paint  the  deeps  with  green  > 

While  to  his  eyes  the  fair  delufions  pafs 

In  gay  fuccefliofi  through  the  watery  glafs. 

*Tis  thus  the  bard  diveififies  his  fong. 

Now  here,  now  there,  he  calls  the  foul  along. 

The  rich  variety  he  fets  to  fight. 

Cloys  not  the  mind,  but  adds  to  our  delight. 

Now  with  a  frugal  choice  the  bard  affords 

The  ftrongeft  light,  and  energy  of  words ; 

While  humble  fubjccls  he  contrives  to  raife 

With  borrowed  fplendors,  and  a  foreigu  blaze. 

This,  if  an  old  tradition  we  rely. 

Was  once  the  current  language  of  the  Iky; 

Which  firft  the  Mufes  brought  to  thefe  abodes. 

Who  taught  mankind  the  fecrets  of  the  Gods. 

For  in  the  court  of  Jove  their  choirs  advance, 

And  fing  alterniite,  as  they  lead  the  dance, 

Mixt  y^ith  the  Gods  ;  they  hear  Apollo's  lyre. 

And  from  high  heaven  the  panting  bard  infpire. 

Nor  bards  alone,  but  other  wnters  reach 

This  bold,  this  daring  privilege  of  fpeech  ; 

In  chief  tlie  orators,  to  raife  their  fenfe. 

In  this  ftrong  figure  drcfs  their  eloquence. 

When  with  perfuafive  ftrokes  they  plead  a  caufe. 

And  bridle  vice,  and  vindicate  the  laws ; 

Or  on  the  dreadful  verge  of  death  defend. 

And  fnatch  from  fate,  a  poor  devoted  friend. 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  the  rough  hinds  delight  in  fuch  a  ftrain. 

When  the  glad  harveft  waves  with  golden  grain. 

And  thirfty  meadows  drink  the  pearly  rain ; 

On  the  proud  vine  her  purple  gems  appear ; 

The  fmiling  fields  rejoice,  and  hail  the  pregnant  year. 

Firll:  from  neccffity  the  figure  fprung 

For  things,  that  would  not  fuit  our  fcanty  tongue. 

When  no  true  names  wereoffer'd  to  the  view, 

Thofe  they  transferr'd  that  border "d  on  the  true 

Thence  by  degrees  the  noble  licence  grew. 

The  bkrds  thofe  daring  liberties  embrac'd. 

Through  want  at  firft,  through  luxury  at'Iaft: 

They  now  to  alien  things,  at  will,  confirm 

The  borrow'd  honours  of  a  foreign  term. 

So  man,  at  firft,  the  rattling  ftcrm  to  fly. 

And  the  bleak  horrors  of  the  wi.ltery  fky, 

Rais'd  up  a  roof  of  ofiers  o'er  his  head. 

And  clos'd  with  homely  clay  the  flender  Ihed: 

Now,  regal  palaces,  of  wondrous  fize. 

With  brazen  beams,  on  Parian  columns  rife. 

That  heave  the  pompous  fabric  to  the  fkies. 

But  other  writers  fprinkle  here  and  there 

Thefe  bolder  beauties  v/itli  a  frugal  care; 

So  vaft  a  freedom  is  allow'd  to  nor.e. 

But  fuits  the  labours  of  the  bard  alone. 

Who  in  the  laws  of  verfe  himfelf  reftrains, 

Ty'd  up  to  time  in  voluntary  chains. 

Others,  by  no  reftraint  or  frop  with-held. 

May  range  the  compafs  of  a  wider  field; 

The 
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The  facred  poets,  who  their  labours  fill 
With  pleafing  fidions,  or  with  truths  at  will. 
Their  thoughts  in  bolder  liberties  exprcfs, 
"Which  look  more  beauteous  in  a  foreign  drefs. 
To  all,  unufual  colours  they  impart. 
Nor  blufh,  if  e'er  dctedted  in  their  art. 

*  Sometimes  beyond  the  bounds  of  truth  they  fly. 
And  boldly  lift  their  fubjed  to  the  iky; 

When  with  tumultuous  ihouts  the  heavens  rebound. 

And  a'l  Olynrioas  trembles  with  the  found ; 

Or  with  repeated  accents  tliey  relate 

The  fall  of  Troy,  and  dwell  upon  her  fate; 

f  Oh  fire  !  ch  country,  once  with  glory  crown'd  ! 

Oh  wretched  race  of  Friam,  once  renown'd  I 

Oh  Jove  !  fee  llion  fmoaking  on  the  ground ! 

They  now  name  Ceres  for  the  golden  grain, 
Bacchus  for  wine,  and  Neptune  for  the  main  : 
Or  from  the  father's  name  point  out  the  fon; 
Or  for  her  people  introduce  a  town : 
So  when  alarm'd  her  natives  dread  their  fates. 
Pale  Afric  fliakes,  and  trembles  through  her  ftates : 
And  fome,  by  Achelous'  ftrearns  alone, 
Comprife  the  floods  of  all  the  world  in  one. 

X  Lo !  now  they  ftart  afidc,  and  change  the  ftrain 
To  fancy'd  converfe  with  an  abfent  Avain ; 
To  grots  and  caverns  all  their  cares  difclofe. 
Or  tell  the  folitary  rocks  their  woes ; 

*  The  Hyperbole. 

•J-  Hsec  vei'oa  ex  incerti  nominis  PoeCa  ckat  Cicero, 
J  The  Apoftrophc. 
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To  fcenes  inanimate  proclaim  their  love. 
Talk  with  an  hill,  or  whifper  to  a  grove. 
On  you  they  call,  ye  unattentive  woods. 
And  wait  an  anfwer  from  your  bordering  floods. 

*  Sometimes  tliey  fpeak  one  thing,  but  leave  behind. 
Another  fecret  meaning  in  the  mind  : 
A  fair  expreffion  artfully  difpenfc. 
But  ufe  a  word  that  dailies  with  the  fenfc. 
f  Thus  pious  Helen  Hole  the  faithful  fword. 
While  Troy  was  flaming,  from  her  fleeping  lord. 
X  So  glorious  Drances  tower'd  amid  tlie  plain. 
And  pil'd  the  ground  with  mountains  of  the  flain ; 
Immortal  trophies  rais'd  from  fquadrons  kill'd. 
And  with  vail  fpoils  ennobled  all  the  field. 

§  But  now  to  mention  farther  I  forbear. 
With  what  ftrong  charms  they  captivate  the  ear ; 
When  the  fame  terms  they  happily  repeat. 
The  fame  repeated  feem  more  foft  and  fv/eet. 
This,  II  were  Arcadia  judge,  if  Pan  withllood. 
Pan's  judge  Arcadia  would  coadjmn  her  God. 

But  though  our  fond  indulgence  grants  the  Mufe 
A  thoufand  liberties  in  different  views. 
Whene'er  you  chufe  an  image  to  exprefs 
In  foreign  terms,  and  fcorn  tlie  native  drefs ; 
Yet  be  difcreet,  nor  llrain  the  point  too  far. 
Let  the  tranfition  Hill  unforc'd  appear. 
Nor  e'er  difcover  an  excefs  of  care  : 
]''cr  fome,  we  know,  with  aukvvard  violence 
Dllliort  the  fubjed,  and  disjoint  the  fenfe ; 

*  The  Irony,     f  See  Virg.  Mn^i.  Lib.  VI.     |  Ibid.  Lib.  XL 
§  The  Anaphora.  ||  See  Virg.  Edog.  IV. 
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Quite  change  the  genuine  figure,  and  deface 
The  native  Ihape  with  every  living  grace  ; 
And  force  unwilling  objedls  to  put  on 
An  alien  face,  and  features  not  their  own. 
A  low  conceit  in  difproportion'd.  terms. 
Looks  like  a  boy  drefs'd  up  in  giants  arms ; 
Blind  to  the  truth,  all  reaion  they  exceed, 
*  Who  name  a  ftall  the  palace  of  the  deed. 
Or  grafs  the  treffes  of  great  Rhaea's  head. 
'Tis  beft  fometlmes  an  image  to  exprefs 
In  its  own  colours,  and  its  native  drefs ; 
The  genuine  words  with  happy  care  to  ufe. 
If  nicely  cull'd,  and  worthy  of  the  Mufe. 

Some  things  alternately  compar'd  are  Qiown, 
Both  names  ftill  true,  and  mutually  their  own ; 
But  here  the  leaft  redundance  you  mull  (hun ; 
Tell  us.  In  fhort,  from  whence  the  hint  you  drew. 
And  fet  the  whole  comparifon  to  view ; 
Left,  mindlefs  of  your  firft  dcfign,  you  feem 
To  lead  the  mind  away,  and  rove  from  theme  to  tlieme. 

But  now  purfue  the  method,  that  affords 
The  fitteft  terms,  and  wifeft  choice  of  words. 
Not  all  deferve  alike  the  fame  regard. 
Nor  fuit  die  god-like  labours  of  the  bard  y 
For  words  as  much  mav  dilFer  in  degree. 
As  the  moft  various  kinds  of  poetry. 
Though  many  a  common  term  and  word  we  find 
Difpers'd  promifcuoully  through  every  kind. 

*  The  Catachiefis. 
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Thofe  that  will  never  fuit  th'  heroic  rage. 

Might  grace  the  bufkin,  and  become  the  ftage. 

Their  large,  their  vaft  variety  explore 

With  piercing  eyes,  and  range  the  mighty  ftore. 

From  their  deep  fund  the  richeft  words  unfold,  •% 

With  niceft  care  be  rich  expreffiou  cull'd,  > 

To  deck  your  numbers  in  the  pui-eft  gold.  3 

The  vile,  the  dark  degenerate  crowd  refufe, 

And  fcorn  a  dref'?  that  would  difgrace  the  Mufe ; 

Then,  to  fucceed  your  fearch,  puri'ue  the  road. 

And  beat  the  track  the  glorious  Ancients  trod. 

To  thofe  eternal  monuments  repair. 

There  read,  and  meditate  for  ever  there. 

If  o'er  the  reft  fome  mighty  genius  fhines, 

Mark  the  fweet  charms  and  vigour  of  his  lines. 

As  far  as  Phoebus  and  the  heavenly  powers 

Smile  on  your  labours,  make  his  di'ftion  your's : 

Your  llyle  by  his  authentic  ftandard  frame. 

Your  voice,  your  habit,  and  addrefs,  the  fame. 

With  him  proceed  to  cull  the  reft ;  for  there 

A  fall  reward  will  juftify  your  care. 

Examine  all ;  and  bring  from  all  away 

Their  various  ti-eafures  as  a  lawful  prey. 

Nor  would  I  fcruple,  v.'ith  a  due  regard. 

To  read  fometimes  a  rude  unpdilh'd  bard ; 

Among  whofe  labours  I  may  find  a  line,  -j 

Which  from  uniighdy  ruft  I  may  refine,  > 

And,  with  a  better  grace,  adopt  it  into  mine.  3 

Hov/  often  may  we  fee  a  troubled  flood 

Stain'd  with  unfettled  ouze  and  rifmg  mud  ! 

P  z  Which, 
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Which  (if  a  well  the  bordering  natives  fink) 
Supplies  the  thirity  multitude  with  drink. 
The  trickling  ftream  by  juft  degrees  refines. 
Till  in  its  courfe  the  limpid  current  fliines ; 
And  taught  through  fecret  labyrinths  to  flow. 
Works  itfelf  clear  among  the  fands  below. 
For  nothing  looks  fo  gloomy,  but  will  fliine 
From  proper  care,  and  timely  difcipline  ; 
If,  with  due  vigilance  and  conduft,  wrought 
Deep  in  the  foul,  it  labours  in  the  thought. 
Hence  on  the  Ancients  we  muft  reft  alone. 
And  make  their  golden  fentences  our  own. 
To  cull  their  beil  expreflions  claims  our  cares. 
To  form  our  notions,  and  our  llyles  on  their's. 
See  !  how  we  bear  away  their  precious  fpoils. 
And  with  the  glorious  drefs  enrich  our  ftyles ; 
Their  bright  inventions  for  our  ufe  convey. 
Bring  all  the  fpirit  of  their  words  away, 
And  make  their  words  thcmfelves  our  lawful  prey  ! 
Unfham'd  in  other  colours  to  be  (hown. 
We  fpeak  our  thoughts  in  accents  not  our  own. 
But  your  defign  with  modeft  caution  weigh. 
Steal  with  due  care,  and  meditate  the  prey. 
Invert  the  order  of  the  words  with  art. 
And  change  their  former  fite  in  every  part. 
Thus  win  your  readers,  thus  deceive  v/ith  grace. 
And  let  th'  expreflion  wear  a  different  face ; 
Yourfelf  at  laft,  the  glorious  labour  done. 
Will  fcarce  difcern  his  didlon  from  your  own. 

Some 
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Some,  to  appear  of  diffidence  bereft. 
Steal  in  broad  day,  and  glory  in  the  theft ; 
When  with  jult  art,  defign  and  confidence. 
On  the  fame  words  they  graft  a  different  i'cnfc ; 
Preferve  th'  unvary'd  terms  and  order  too. 
But  change  their  former  fpirit  for  a  new. 
Or,  with  the  fenfe  of  emulation  bold. 
With  ancient  bards  a  glorious  contcll  hold  : 
Tlieir  richell:  fpoils  triumphant  they  explore, 
Which,  rang'd  with  better  grace,  they  varnifh  o'er, 
And  give  them  charms  they  never  knew  before. 
So  trees,  that  change  their  foils,  more  proudly  rife. 
And  lift  their  fpreading  iionoars  to  the  fkies ; 
And,  when  tranfplanted,  ncbler  fruits  produce. 
Exalt  their  nature,  and  fsrment  their  juice. 
So  Troy's  fam'd  chief  the  Afian  empire  bore. 
With  better  omens,  to  the  Latian  Ihore ; 
Though  from  thy  realm,  O  Dido,  to  the  fea 
Call'd  by  the  Gods  reluctantly  away; 
Nor  the  iiril  nuptial  pleafures  couid  control 
The  fixt,  the  fcubborn  purpole  of  his  foul. 
Unhappy  queen  !  thy  vvcej  fupprell  thy  breath ; 
Thy  cares  parfucd  thee,  and  furviv'd  in  death. 
Had  not  the  Dardan  fleet  thy  kingdom  fought. 
Thy  life  had  fhone  u:.fuliy'd  with  a  fault. 

Come  then,  ye  youths,  and  urge  your  generous  toils ; 
Come  ib'p  the  Ancients,  and  divide  the  fpoils 
Your  hands  have  wen— -but  fhun  the  fault  of  fuch, 
■VVho  with  fond  ralanefs  truft  thcmfelves  too  much. 

P  3  For 
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For  Tome  we  know,  wlio,  by  their  pride  betray'd. 
With  vain  contempt  reje^St  a  foreign  aid ; 
V.  ho  fcorn  thofe  great  examples  to  obey. 
Nor  follow  where  the  Andeats  point  the  way. 
While  from  the  thefi  their  cautious  hands  refrain. 
Vain  are  their  fear.s,  their  fuperllicion  vain. 
Nor  Phoebus'  fmiles  th'  unhappy  poet  crown ; 
The  fate  of  all  his  works  prevents  his  own. 
Himfelf  his  mouldering  monument  furvives, 
And  fees  his  labours  periih  while  he  lives : 
FJis  fame  is  more  contradled  than  his  fpan. 
And  the  frail  author  dies  before  the  man. 
How  would  he  wi(h  the  labour  to  forbear. 
And  follow  other  arts  with  more  fuccefsfui  care  ? 

1  like  a  fair  allufion  nicely  wrought ; 
V\'hen  the  fame  words  exprefs  a  diiFerent  thought. 
And  fuch  a  theft  true  critics  dare  not  blame, 
Which  late  pofterity  ihall  crown  with  fame, 
"^'oid  of  all  fear,  of  every  doubt  bereft, 
1  would  not  blulh,  but  triumph  in  the  theft. 
Nor  on  the  Ancienrs  for  the  whole  rely. 
The  whole  is  more  than  all  their  works  fupply ; 
Some  things  your  own  invention  mu!l  explore. 
Some  virgin  images  untouch'd  before. 

New  terms  no  laws  forbid  us  to  induce. 
To  coin  a  word,  and  fanftify  to  ufe  ; 
Lut  yet  admit  no  words  into  the  fong, 
Unlefs  they  prove  tlic  llock  from  whence  they  fprung ; 
Point  out  their  family,  their  kindred  trace, 
Aud  fct  to  view  the  ftries  of  their  race. 

But 
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But  where  you  find  your  native  tongue  too  poor, 

Tranfport  the  riches  cf  the  Grecian  ftore; 

Inform  the  lump,  and  work  it  into  grace. 

And  with  new  Hfe  infpire  th'  unwieldy  mafs ; 

Till,  chang'd  by  difcipline,  the  word  puts  on 

A  foreign  nature,  and  forgets  its  own. 

So  Latium's  language  found  a  rich  increafe. 

And  grew  and  flourifn'd  from  the  wealth  of  Greece ; 

Till  ufe,  in  time,  had  rified  Argos'  llores. 

And  brought  all  Athens  to  th'  Hefperian  fhores. 

How  many  worJs  from  rich  Mycen^  come. 

Of  Greek  extraction,  in  the  drefs  of  Rome  ? 

That  live  with  ours,  our  rights  and  freedom  claim. 

Their  nature  different,  but  their  looks  the  fame  ; 

Through  Latium's  rcalm.s,  in  Latium's  garb  they  go. 

At  once  her  ilrangers,  and  her  natives  too. 

Long  has  her  poverty  been  fled,  and  long 

With  native  riches  has  fiie  grac'd  her  tongue. 

Nor  fearch  the  poets  only,  but  explore 

Tmrnortal  Tully's  inexhauiled  ftore; 

And  other  authors,  born  in  happier  days. 

Shall  anfvver  all  your  wants,  and  beautify  your  lays. 

Oft,  in  old  Bards,  a  verfe  above  the  reft 
Shines,  in  barbaric  fpoils  and  trophies  dreft  ; 
Thus  Gaul,  her  vi£lor's  triumph  to  complete. 
Supplies  thoie  words  that  paint  her  own  defeat; 
And  vanquifh'd  Macedon,  to  tell  her  doom. 
Gives  up  her  language  with  her  arms  to  Rome- 
Then  can  we  fear  with  grouiiidlefs  diffidence 
A  ^Vanx  of  words  that  (hall  exprefs  our  fenfe  ? 

P  4  But, 
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But,  if  compell'd  by  want,  you  may  produce 
And  bring  an  antiquated  word  in  ufe  ; 
A  word  erft  well-receiv'd  in  days  of  yore, 
A  word  our  old  forefathers  us'd  before  : 
Well-pleas'd  the  reader's  wonder  to  engage. 
He  brings  our  grandfircs  habit  on  the  llage. 
And  garbs  tliat  whilom  grac'd  an  uncouth  age. 
Yet  mufl  not  fuch  appear  in  every  place  ; 
When  rang'd  too  thick,  tlie  poem  they  difgrace. 
Since  of  new  words  fuch  numbers  you  command. 
Deal  out  the  old  ones  with  a  fparing  hand. 
*  Whene'er  your  images  can  lay  no  claim 
To  a  fixt  term,  and  want  a  certain  name  ; 
To  paint  one  thing,  the  licens'd  Card  affords 
A  pompous  circle,  and  a  crowd  of  words. 

Two  plighted  words  in  one  with  grace  appear. 
When  they  with  eafc  glide  fmoothly  o'er  the  ear. 
Two  may  embi-acc  at  once,  but  feldom  moie. 
Nor  verfe  ca  i  bear  the  mingled  fiiape  of  four  ; 
No  triple  mon.lcrs  dwell  on  Latium's  fhorc. 
When  mixtwith  fmooth,  thefe  harllier  llrains  are  found. 
We  Ita  t  with  horror  at  the  frightful  found  ; 
The  Grecian  Bards,  in  whom  fuch  freedoms  pleafe. 
May  match  v/ith  more  fuccefs  fuch  words  as  thefe ; 
Heap  hills  on  hills,  and  bid  the  llruftare  rife. 
Till  the  vaft  pile  of  mountains  prop  the  fkies. 

What  words  focver  of  vaft  bulk  we  view, 
One  of  lefs  fize  may  fometimes  fplit  in  two; 
* 
*  The  Periphrafis. 
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Sometimes  we  feparate  from  the  whole  a  part. 
And  prune  the  more  luxuriant  limbs  with  art. 
Thus  when  the  names  of  heroes  we  declare. 
Names  whofe  unpolifli'd  founds  offend  the  ear ; 
We  add,  or  lop  forae  branches  which  abound. 
Till  the  harfh  accents  are  with  fmoothnefs 
That  mellows  every  word,  and  foftens  every 
By  fuch  an  happy  change,  Sicharbas  came. 
To  fmk  his  roughnefs  in  Sichsus'  name. 
Hence  would  I  rather  choofe  th&fe  dire  alarms 
Of  vafl;  Enceladus,  and  heaven  in  arms. 
And  the  bold  Titan's  battles  to  rehearfe. 
Harmonious  narnes,  that  glide  into  the  verfe  ; 
Than  count  the  rougii,  the  barbarous  nations  o'er. 
Which  Rome  fubdued  of  old  from  fhore  to  fhore. 

Let  things  fubmit  to  words  on  no  pretence. 
But  make  your  words  fubfervient  to  your  fenfe ; 
Nor  for  their  fake  admit  a  iingle  lin?. 
But  what  contributes  to  the  main  defign. 
Through  every  part  moil  diligently  pierce. 
And  weigh  the  found  and  fenfe  of  every  verfe. 
Unlefs  your  ftri£left  caution  you  difplay. 
Some  words  may  lead  the  heedlefs  Bard  away  ; 
Steal  from  their  duty,  and  defert  their  poll. 
And  ikulk  in  darknefs,  indolently  loft  ; 
Or,  while  their  proper  parts  their  fellows  ply. 
Contribute  nought  but  found  and  harmony. 
This  to  prevent,  confalt  your  words  ;  and  know 
How  far  their  llrength,  extent,  and  nature  go. 

To 
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To  all  their  charges,  and  their  labours  fit ; 

To  all,  their  feveral  provinces  of  wit. 

Without  this  care,  the  poem  will  abound 

With  empty  noile,  and  impotence  ot  found  ; 

Unmeaning  terms  will  crowd  in  every  part. 

Play  round  tlie  eap,  but  never  reach  the  heart. 

Yet  would  I  fometimes  venture  to  difperfe 

Some  words,  whofe  fplendor  ftiould  adorn  my  verfe ; 

(Words,  that  to  wit  and  thought  have  no  pretence. 

And  rather  vehicles  of  found  than  fenfe ;) 

Till  in  tlie  8;orgeous  drefs  the  lines  appear. 

And  court  witli  gentle  harmony  the  car. 

Nor  with  too  fond  a  care  fuch  words  purfue. 

They  meet  your  fight,  and  rife  in  every  view. 

Oft,  fiom  its  chams  the  fliackled  verfe  unloofe. 

And  give  it  liberty  to  walk  in  prcfe  ; 

Then  be  the  work  renew'd  \\h\\  er.ditii  pain. 

And  join  with  care  the  fliatter'd  parts  again ; 

The  lurking  faults  and  errors  yon  may  fee. 

When  the  words  run  unmanacled  and  free. 

Attend,  young  Bard,  and  liilen  while  I  Cmg ; 
Lo  !   I  unlock  the  Mufes'  facred  fpring  ; 
Lo !   Phcebus  calls  thee  to  his  inmoll  fiirine  ; 
Hark  !  in  one  common  voice,  the  tuneful  Nine 
Invite  and  court  rhee  to  the  rites  divine. 
When  firft  to  man  the  privilege  was  given. 
To  hold  by  verfe  an  intercourfe  with  heaven. 
Unwilling  that  th'  immortal  art  Ihould  lie 
Cheap,  and  cxpos'd  to  «very  vulgar  eye. 

Great 
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Great  Jove,  to  drive  away  the  groveling  crowd. 

To  narrow  bounds  coniiii'd  the  glorious  road, 

Wiiich  more  exalted  fpirits  may  purfue. 

And  left  it  open  to  the  facred  few. 

For  many  a  painful  tafk,  in  every  part. 

Claims  all  the  Poet's  vigilance  and  art. 

'Tis  not  enough  his  veifes  to  complete. 

In  mcafoj-e,  numbers,  or  determin'd  feet ; 

Or  render  things,  by  clear  exprtiiion  bright. 

And  fet  each  objeil  in  a  proper  light  : 

To  all,  proportion'd  terms  he  mull;  difpcnfe. 

And  make  the  found  a  pidlure  of  the  fenfe ; 

The  correfpondent  words  exadly  fame. 

The  look,  the  features,  and  the  mien  the  fime. 

His  thoughts  the  Bard  mull  fuitably  exprefs. 

Each  in  a  different  face,  and  different  drefs  ; 

Left  in  unvary'd  looks  the  crowd  be  Ihown, 

And  the  whole  multitude  appear  as  one. 

With  rapid  feet  and  wings,  without  delay, 

I'his  fwiftly  flics,  and  fmoothly  fkims  away  : 

That,  vaft  of  fize,  his  limbs  huge,  broad,  and  ftrongj 

Moves  ponderous,  and  fcarce  drags  his  bulk  along. 

This,  blooms  with  youth  and  beauty  in  his  face. 

And  Venus  breathes  on  every  limb  a  grace  : 

That,  of  rude  form,  his  uncouth  numbers  fliows. 

Looks  horrible,  and  frowns  with  his  rough  bi-ows. 

His  monftrous  tail  in  many  a  fold  and  wind. 

Voluminous  and  vaft,  cui-ls  up  behind  : 

At  once  the  image  and  the  lines  appear 

Rude  to  the  eye,  and  frightful  to  the  ear. 
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Nor  are  thofe  figures  given  without  a  caufe. 
But  fixt  and  fettled  by  determin'd  laws ; 
All  claim  and  wear,  as  their  deferts  are  known, 
A  voice,  a  face,  and  habit  of  their  own. 
*  Lo  !  when  the  failors  fleer  the  ponderous  (hips. 
And  plough,  vvith  brazen  beaks,  tlie  foamy  deeps. 
Incumbent  on  the  main  that  roars  around ; 
Beneath  their  labouring  oars  the  waves  refound. 
The  prows  wide-echoing  tlirough  the  dark  profound 
To  the  loud  call  each  di:lint  rock  replies, 
Toll  by  the  ftorm  the  frothy  furges  rife ; 
While  the  hoarfe  ocean  beats  the  founding  (here, 
DaHi'd  from  the  llrand,  the  flying  waters  roar, 
Fialh  at  the  fhock,  and  gathering  in  an  heap. 
The  liq'oid  moantains  rife,  and  over-hang  the  deep. 
Sec  through  her  fhores  Triiiacria's  realms  rebound. 
Starting  and  trembling  at  the  bellowing  found ; 
High -towering  o'er  the  v/aves  the  mountains  ride. 
And  clafh  with  floating  mountains  on  the  tide. 
But  when  blue  Neptune  from  his  car  furveys. 
And  calms  at  one  regard  the  raging  feas ; 
Stretch 'd  like  a  peaceful  lake  the  deep  fubf:des. 
And  o'er  the  level  liglit  the  galley  glides. 
The  Poet's  art  and  condudl  we  admire. 
When  angry  Vulcan  rolls  a  flood  of  fire  ; 
When  on  the  groves  and  fields  the  deluge  preys. 
And  wraps  the  crackling  llubble  in  the  blaze. 

*   Mo.1   of   thcfc   exanK-lc-    aic    drawn   worJ   for    woid    from 
Virgil. 

Nor 
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Nor  lefs  oar  pleafure,  when  the  flame  divides. 

And  climbs  afpiring  round  the  cauldron's  fides ; 

From  the  dark  bottom  woik  the  waters  up. 

Swell,  boil,  and  hifs,  and  bubble  to  the  top. 

Thus  in  fmooth  lines,  fmooth  fubjeds  we  rehearfe. 

But  the  f  rough  rock  roars  in  as  rough  a  verfe. 

If  gay  the  fubjetfb,  gay  muft  be  the  fong ; 

And  the  briik  numbers  quickly  glide  along : 

When  the  fields  flourifli  j  or  the  fides  unfold 

Swift  from  the  flying  hinge  their  gates  of  gold. 

If  fad  the  theme,  then  each  grave  line  moves  flow. 

The  mournful  numbers  languifliingly  flow. 

And  drag,  and  labour,  with  a  weight  of 

If  e'er  the  boding  bird  of  night,  who  mourns 

O'er  ruins,  defolation,  graves,  and  urns. 

With  piercing  fcreams  the  darknefs  fliould  invade. 

And  break  the  filence  of  the  difmal  fliade. 

When  things  are  fmall,  the  terms  fliould  flill  be  fo : 

For  low  words  pleafe  us,  when  the  theme  is  low. 

But  when  fome  giant,  horrible  and  grim. 

Enormous  in  his  gait,  and  vaft  in  every  limb. 

Stalks  towering  on ;  tlie  fwelSing  words  mufl:  rife 

In  jufl:  proportion  to  the  monfl;er's  fize. 

If  fome  large  weight  his  huge  arms  flrive  to  fliove. 

The  verfe  too  labours ;  the  throng'd  words  fcarce  move. 

When  each  llifF  clod  beneath  the  ponderous  plough. 

Crumbles  and  breaks ;  th'  encamber'd  lines  march  flow. 

* ''  Sonat  hifc  de  nare  canina 

L  tccra."  Yid.  PerCum. 

Nor 
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Nor  lefs ;  when  pilots  catch  the  friendly  gales. 
Unfurl  their  Ihrouds,  and  hoift  the  widc-ftretch'd  fails. 
But  if  the  poem  ftjfFers  from  delay, 
Let  the  lines  fly  precipitate  away. 
And  when  the  viper  iffiies  from  the  brake ; 
Be  quick ;  with  ftor.es,  and  brands,  and  fire,  attack 
His  rifmg  creft,  and  drive  the  ferpent  back. 
"When  niglit  defcends ;  or,  jlun'd  by  numerous  flrokes. 
And  groaning,  to  the  earth  drops  the  vail  oxj 
The  line  too  fmks  with  correfpondent  found. 
Flat  with  the  ftcer,  and  headlong  to  the  ground. 
When  the  wL'd  waves  fubfide,  and  tempelts  ceafe. 
And  hudi  their  rotirings  and  their  rage  to  peace; 
So  oft  we  fee  the  int-errapted  ftr.iin 
Stop'd  in  the  midft, — and  with  the  filent  main, 
Paufe  for  a  fpace— at  laft  it  glides  again. 
When  Priam  ftrrJns  hi;  aged  arm,  to  throw 
His  unavailing  javelin  at  the  (vq  ; 
{His  blood  congeaPd-,  and  every  nerve  unftrung,) 
Then  with  the  theme  compiles  the  artful  fong ; 
Like  him  the  ;clitary  numbers  flow 
Weak,  trembling,  melancholy,  ftiff,  and  flow. 
Not  fo  young  Pyrrhus,  who  with  rapid  force 
Beats  down  embattled  armies  in  his  courfe ; 
The  raging  youth  on  trembling  llion  falls, 
Eurfts  her  ftrong  gates,  and  fliakes  her  lefty  walls; 
Provokes  his  flying  courfer  to  his  fpeed. 
In  full  career  to  ciiarge  the  warlike  fteed ; 
He  piles  the  field  v.ith  mountains  of  the  flain ; 
He  pour;,  he  ftorm-,  he  thunders  through  the  plain. 

In 
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In  this  the  Poet's  jultell  conduft  lies. 

When  with  the  various  iubjefts  he  complies. 

To  fink  with  judgment,  and  with  judgment  rife. 

We  fee  him  now,  remiilive  of  Iws  force. 

Glide  with  a  low,  and  inofFenfn'-e  courfe ; 

Stript  of  the  gawdy  drefs  of  words  he  goes. 

And  fcarcely  lifts  the  poem  up  from  profe : 

And  now  he  brings  with  loofen'd  reins  along 

All  in  a  full  career  the  boundlefs  fong ; 

In  wide  arr^y  luxuriantly  he  pours 

A  crowd  of  words,  and  opens  all  his  ftores. 

The  lavifh  eloquence  redundant  flows. 

Thick  as  the  fleeces  of  the  winter-fnows, 

"When  Jove  invefts  the  naked  Alps,  and  fheds 

The  filent  tempeft  on  their  hoary  heads. 

Sometimes  the  godlike  fury  he  reflrains. 

Checks  his  impetuous  fpeed,  and  draws  the  reins  j 

Balanc'd  and  pois'd,  he  neither  finks  nor  foars. 

Plows  the  mid  fpace,  and  fleers  between  the  Ihores^ 

And  fliaves  tlie  confines ;— till,  all  dangers  pafl. 

He  fhoots  v/ith  joy  into  the  port  at  lafl. 

For  what  remains  unfung ;  I  now  declare 
What  c'aims  the  Poet's  laft  and  ftriclefl:  care. 
When,  all  adventures  pail,  his  labours  tend 
In  one  continued  order  to  their  end ; 
When  the  proud  victor  on  his  conquefl  fmiles. 
And  fafe  enjoys  the  triumph  of  his  toils; 
Let  him  by  timely  difndence  be  aw'd. 
Nor  truft  too  foon  th'  unpolifll'd  piece  abroad. 
Oh  1  may  his  rafli  ambition  ne'er  inflame 
His  breaft,  with  fuch  a  dangerous  thirfl  of  fame  ! 

But 


114  PITT'S    POEMS. 

But  let  the  terror  of  difgrace  control 
The  warm,  the  partial  foadnefs  of  his  foul ; 
And  force  the  Bard  to  throw  his  pafiion  by. 
Nor  view  his  offspring  with  a  parent's  eye  : 
Till  his  afFeftions  are  by  juftice  croft. 
And  all  the  father  in  the  judge  is  loft. 
He  feeks  his  fiends,  nor  trufts  himfelf  alone. 
But  aflcs  their  judgment,  and  refigns  his  own ; 
Begs  them,  with  urgent  prayers,  to  be  fmcere, 
Juft  and  exaft,  and  rigidly  fevere  ; 
Due  verdidl  to  pronounce  on  every  thought. 
Nor  fparc  the  flighteft  ftiadow  of  a  fault ; 
But,  bent  againft  himfelf,  and  ftriiflly  nice; 
He  thanks  each  critic  that  detedls  a  vice ; 
Though  charg'd  with  what  his  judgment  can  defend. 
He  joins  the  partial  fentence  of  his  f-iend. 
The  piece  thrown  by ;  the  careful  Bard  reviews 
The  long-forgotten  labours  of  his  Mufc  : 
Lo  !  on  all  fides  far  diiferent  objefts  rife. 
And  a  new  profpe£t  ftrikes  his  wondering  eyes. 
Warm  from  the  brain,  the  lines  iiis  love  engroft. 
Now  in  themfelves  their  former  felves  are  loft. 
Now  his  own  labours  he  begins  to  blame. 
And  b'ufning  reads  them  with  regret  and  fhame. 
He  loaths  the  piece;  condemns  it;  nor  can  fmd 
The  genuine  ftamp,  and  image  of  his  mind. 
This  thought  and  that,  indignant  he  rejefls  ;  j 

When  moft  fecure,  fome  danger  he  fufpsfls ;  S- 

Anxious  he  adds,  and  trembling  he  correds.  3 

With 
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With  kind  feverities,  and  timely  art. 

Lops  the  luxuriant  growth  of  every  part ; 

Prunes  the  Tuperfluous  boughs,  that  wildly  ftray. 

And  cuts  the  rank  redundancies  away. 

Thus  arm'd  with  proper  difcipline  he  ftands. 

By  day,  by  night,  applies  his  healing  hands, 

From  every  line  to  wipe  out  every  blot. 

Till  the  whole  piece  is  guiltlefs  of  a  fault. 

Hard  is  the  tafe,  but  needful,  if  your  aim 

Tends  to  the  profpect  of  immortal  fame. 

If  feme  unfinifh'd  numbers  limp  behind. 

When  the  warm  Poet  rages  unconfin'd. 

Then  when  his  fwift  invention  fcorns  to  ftay. 

By  a  full  tide  of  genius  whirl'd  away ; 

He  brings  the  fovereign  cure  their  failings  claim. 

Confirms  the  fickly,  ai:d  fupports  the  lame. 
Oft  as  the  feafons  roll,  renew  thy  pain. 
And  bring  the  poem  to  the  teil  again. 
In  different  lights  th'  cxprefhon  muH  be  rang'd. 
The  garb  and  colours  of  the  words  be  chang'd. 
With  endlefs  care  thy  watchful  eyes  muft  pierce. 
And  mark  the  parts  di/lindl  of  every  verfe. 
In  this  perfift ;  for  oft  one  day  denies 
The  kind  affiftance  v/liich  the  next  fupplies  j 
As  oft,  without  your  vigilance  and  care. 
Some  faults  detedled  by  themfelves  appear. 
And  now  a  thoufand  errors  you  cxploi  c. 
That  lay  involv'd  in  mantling  clouds  before. 
Oft,  to  improve  his  Mufe,  the  Bard  Ihould  try. 
By  turns,  the  temper  of  a  different  fky. 

Vol.  LII.  Q,  For 
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For  thus  his  genius  takes  a  different  face 
From  every  different  genius  of  a  place. 
The  foul  too  changes,  and  the  Bard  may  find 
A  thoufand  various  motions  in  his  mind. 
New  gleams  of  light  will  every  moment  rife, 
While  from  each  part  the  fcattering  darknefs  flies 
And,  as  he  alters  what  appears  amifs, 
He  adds  new  flowers  to  beautify  the  piece. 
But  here,  ev'n  here,  avoid  th'  extreme  of  fuch. 
Who  with  excefs  of  care  corred  too  much  : 
Whofe  barbarous  hands  no  calls  of  pity  bound. 
While  with  th'  infcifled  parts  they  cut  the  found. 
And  make  the  cure  more  dangerous  than  the  wound 
Till,  all  the  blood  and  fpirits  drain'd  away. 
The  body  fickens,  and  the  parts  decay ; 
The  native  beauties  die,  the  limbs  appear 
Rough  and  deform'd  with  one  continued  fear. 
No  fixt  determin'd  number  I  enjoin. 
But  when  fome  years  fhall  perfed  the  defign ; 
Refleft  on  life  ;  and,  mindful  of  thy  fpan, 
Whofe  fcanty  limit  bounds  the  days  of  man. 
Wide  o'er  the  fpacious  world,  without  delay. 
Permit  the  finifh'd  piece  to  take  its  way ; 
Till  all  mankind  admires  tlie  heavenly  fong, 
The  theme  of  every  hand  and  every  tongue. 
See !  thy  pleas'd  friends  thy  fpreading  glory  draws. 
Each  with  his  voice  to  fwell  the  vaft  applaufe ; 
The  vaft  applaufe  fliall  reach  the  ftarry  frame. 
No  years,  no  ages,  fhall  obfcure  thy  fame. 
And  earth's  laft  ends  fhall  hear  thy  darling  name. 

Shall 
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Shall  we  then  doubt  to  fcorn  all  worldly  views. 
And  not  prefer  the  raptures  of  the  Mufe? 

Thrice  happy  Bards !  who  taught  by  heaven,  obey 
Theie  rules,  and  follow  where  they  lead  the  way; 
And  hear  the  faithful  precepts  I  bellow'd, 
Infpir'd  with  rage  divine,  and  labouring  with  the  God, 
But  art  alone,  and  human  means  muft  fail. 
Nor  thefe  inllruftive  precepts  will  prevail, 
Unlefs  the  Gods  their  prefent  aid  fupply. 
And  look  with  kind  indulgence  from  the  fky, 
I  only  pointed  'out  the  paths  that  lead 
The  panting  youth  to  lleep  Parnaffus'  head  ; 
And  Ihow'd  the  tuneful  Mufes  from  afar, 
Mixt  in  a  folemn  choir,  and  dancing  there. 
Thither  forbidden  by  the  Fates  to  go, 
I  fink  and  grovel  in  the  world  below. 
Deterr'd  by  them,  in  vain  I  labouf  up. 
And  ftretch  thefe  hands  to  grafp  the  diftant  top. 
Enough  for  me,  at  dillance  if  I  view 
Some  Bard,  fome  happier  Bard,  the  path  purfuej 
Who,  taught  by  me  to  reach  Parnaffus'  crown. 
Mounts  up,  and  calls  his  flow  companions  on. 
But  yet  thefe  rules,  perhaps,  thefe  humble  lays. 
May  claim  a  title  to  a  fhare  of  praife  ; 
When,  in  a  crowd,  the  gathering  youths  fliall  hear 
My  voice  and  precepts  with  a  willing  ear ; 
Clofe  in  a  ring  fhall  prefs  the  liilening  throng. 
And  learn  from  me  to  regulate  their  fong. 
Then,  if  the  pitying  Fates  prolong  my  breath. 
And  from  my  youth  avert  the  dart  of  death ; 

Qjt  Whene'er 
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Whene'er  I  fink  in  life's  declining  ftage. 
Trembling  and  fainting  on  the  verge  of  age. 
To  help  their  wearied  mailer  fhall  they  run. 
And  lend  thcij-  friendly  hands  to  guide  him  on ; 
Through  blooming  groves  his  tardy  progrefs  wait. 
And  fet  him  gently  down  at  Phcjebus'  gate. 
The  while  he  fings,  before  the  hallow'd  Ihrine, 
The  facred  Poets,  and  the  tuneful  Nine. 
Here  then  in  Roman  numbers  will  we  rife. 
And  lift  the  fame  of  Virgil  to  the  fkies ; 
Aufonia's  pride  and  boaft ;  who  brings  along 
Strength  to  my  lines,  and  fpirit  to  my  fong : 
Firft  how  the  mighty  Bard  tranfported  o'er 
The  facred  Mufes  from  th'  Aonian  fnore ; 
Led  the  fair  fillers  to  th'  Hefperian  plains. 
And  fung  In  Roman  towns  the  Grecian  ftrains ; 
How  in  his  youth  to  woods  and  groves  he  fled. 
And  fweetly  tun'd  the  foft  Sicilian  reed ; 
Next,  how,  in  pity  to  th'  Aufonian  fwains. 
He  rais'd  to  heaven  the  honours  of  the  plains ; 
Rapt  in  Triptolemus's  car  on  high. 
He  fcatter'd  peace  and  plenty  from  the  fky; 
Fir'd  with  his  country's  fame,  with  loud  alarms. 
At  lall  he  rous'd  all  Latium  up  to  arms ; 
In  jv.fl  array  the  Phrygian  troops  beftow'd. 
And  fpoke  the  voice  and  language  of  a  God. 
Father  of  verfe  !  from  whom  our  honours  fpring ; 
See  !   from  all  parts,  our  Bard?  attend  their  king  ; 
Beneath  thy  banners  rang'd,  thy  fame  increafe. 
And  rear  proud  trophic^  from  the  fpoils  of  Greece. 

Low, 
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Low,  in  Elyfian  vales,  her  tuneful  throng 
Bow  to  thy  laurels,  and  adore  thy  fong : 
On  thee  alone  thy  country  turns  her  eyes ; 
On  thee  her  Poets  future  fame  relies. 
See !  how  in  crowds  they  court  thy  aid  divine 
(For  all  their  honours  hut  depend  on  thine)  ; 
Taught  from  the  womb  thy  numbers  to  rehearfe. 
And  fip  the  balmy  fweets  of  every  verfe. 
Unrival'd  Bard  !  all  ages  fhall  decree 
The  firft  unenvy'd  palm  of  fame  to  thee ; 
Thrice  happy  Bard  1  thy  boundlefs  glory  flies. 
Where  never  mortal  mufl  attempt  to  rife ; 
Such  heavenly  numbers  in  thy  fong  we  hear. 
And  more  than  human  accents  charm  the  ear ! 
To  thee,  his  darling,  Phoebus'  hands  impart 
His  foul,  his  genius,  and  immortal  art. 
What  help  or  merit  in  thefe  rules  are  fliown. 
The  youth  mull  owe  to  thy  fupport  alone. 
The  youth,  whofe  wandering  feet  with  care  I  led 
Aloft,  o'er  fteep  Parnaflus'  facred  head ; 
Taught  from  thy  great  example  to  explore 
Thofe  arduous  paths  which  thou  hall  trod  before. 
Hail,  pride  of  Italy  !  thy  country's  grace  1 
Hail,  glorious  light  of  all  the  tuneful  race  ! 
For  whom,  we  weave  the  crown,  and  altars  raife ; 
And  with  rich  incenfe  bid  the  temples  blaze  ; 
Our  folemn  hymns  lliall  Irill  refound  thy  praife. 
Hail,  holy  Bard,  and  boundlefs  in  renown  I 
Thy  fame,  dependent  on  thyfelf  alone. 
Requi:es  no  fong,  no  numbers  but  thy  own. 

Q„3  Look 
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Look  down  propitious,  and  my  thoughts  infpire; 
Warm  my  chalk  bofom  with  thy  facred  fire  '. 
Let  all  thy  flames  with  all  their  raptures  roll. 
Deep  in  my  bieall,  and  Idndle  all  my  foul  1 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Trojans,  after  a  feven  years  voyage,  fet  fail  for 
Italy,  but  are  overtaken  by  a  dreadful  florm,  which 
i^olus  raifes  at  Juno's  requeft.  The  tempeft  fmks 
one  fliip,  and  fcatters  the  reft  :  Neptune  drives  off 
the  winds,  and  calms  the  feas.  ^neas  with  his 
own,  and  fix  more  fhips,  arrives  fafe  at  an  African 
port.  Venus  complains  to  Jupiter  of  her  fon's  mis- 
fortunes. Jupiter  comforts  her,  and  fends  Mercury 
to  procure  him  a  kind  reception  among  tiie  Carthagi-  - 
nians.  ^neas,  going  out  to  difcover  the  country, 
meets  his  mother  in  the  (hape  of  a  huntrefs,  who  con- 
veys him  in  a  cloud  to  Carthage  j  where  he  fees  his 
friends  whom  he  thought  loft,  and- receives  a  kind 
entertainment  from  the  queen.  Dido,  by  a  device  of 
Venus,  begins  to  have  a  pnftion  for  him,  and,  after 
fome  difcourfe  with  him  defires  the  hiftory  of  his  ad- 
ventures fmce  the  fiege  of  Troy  ;  which  is  the  fub- 
jeft  of  the  two  following  books. 
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ARMS  and  the  Man  I  fing,  the  firft  who  bore 
His  couiTe  to  Latium  from  the  Trojan  fhore  ; 
By  fate  expell'd,  on  land  and  ocean  toll. 
Before  he  reach'd  the  fair  Lavinian  coalr  : 
Doom'd  by  the  Gods  a  length  of  wars  to  wage,  5 

And  urg'd  by  Juno's  unrelenting  rage  ; 
Ere  the  brave  hero  rais'd,  in  thefe  abodes. 
His  deiHn'd  walls,  and  fix'd  his  wand'ring  gods. 
Hence  the  fam'd  Latian  line,  and  fenates  come. 
And  the  proud  triumphs,  and  the  tow'rs  of  Rome.    10 

Say,  Mufe,  what  caufes  could  fo  far  incenfe 
Celellial  pow'rs,  and  what  the  dire  offence 
That  mov'd  heav'n's  aweful  emprefs  to  impofe 
On  fuch  a  pious  prince  a  weight  of  woes, 
Expos'd  to  dangers,  and  with  toils  oppreft  ?  15 

Can  rage  fo  fierce  inflame  an  heavenly  breaft  ? 

Againit  th'  Italian  coaft,  of  ancient  fame 
A  city  rofe,  and  Carthage  was  the  name  ; 
A  Tyrian  colony ;  from  Tiber  far ; 
Rich,  rough,  and  brave,  and  exercis'd  in  war.  ZQ 

Which  Juno  far  above  all  realms,  above 
Jisr  ov/n  dear  Sanios,  honoured  witli  her  love. 

Here 


J 
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Here  flood  her  chariot,  here  her  armour  lay. 

Here  fhe  delign'd,  would  delliny  give  way, 

Ev'n  then  the  feat  of  univcrfal  fway. 

But  of  a  race  (he  heard,  that  Oiould  deftroy 

The  Tyrian  tow'rs,  a  race  deriv'd  from  Troy, 

Who  proud  in  arm;^,  triumphant  by  their  fwords. 

Should  rife  in  time,  the  world's  vidorious  lords ; 

By  fate  defign'd  her  Carthage  to  fubduc,  30 

And  on  her  ruin'd  empire  raife  a  new. 

This  fear'd  the  goddefs ;  and  in  mind  fhe  bore 

The  late  long  war  her  fury  rais'd  before 

For  Greece  with  Troy  ;  nor  was  her  wrath  refign'd. 

But  every  caufe  hung  heavy  on  her  mind;  35 

Her  form  Jifdain'd,  and  Paris' judgment,  roll 

Deep  in  her  breail,  and  kindle  all  her  foul  ; 

Th'  immortal  honours  of  the  ravifii'd  boy, 

And  hft,  the  whole  detefted  race  of  Troy. 

With  all  thefe  motives  fir'd,  from  Latium  far  4a 

She  drove  the  relicks  of  the  Grecian  war  : 

Fate  urg'd  their  courfe ;  and  long  they  wander'd  o'er 

The  fpaclous  ocean  toft  from  Ihore  to  fliore. 

So  vaft  the  v/ork  to  build  the  mighty  frame. 

And  raife  the  glories  of  the  Roman  name  !  45 

Scarce  from  Sicilian  (hores  the  (houting  train 
Spread  their  broad  fails,  and  plough 'd  the  foamy  main; 
When  haughty  Juno  thus  her  rage  exprell ; 
Th'  eternal  wound  ftill  rankling  in  her  breaft. 

Then  muil:  I  llop  ?  are  all  my  labours  \'ain  .'  50 

And  mult  this  Trojan  prince  in  Latium  reign  ? 

Belike, 
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Belike,  the  fates  may  baffle  Juno's  aims ; 

And  why  could  Pallas,  with  avenging  iiames. 

Burn  a  whole  na\y  of  tlie  Grecian  ililps. 

And  whelm  the  fcatter'd  Argives  in  the  deeps  ?  re 

She,  for  the  crime  of  Ajax,  from  above 

Launch'd  througli  the  clouds  the  fiery  bolts  of  Jove  j 

Dafli'd  wide  his  fleet,  and,  as  her  tempell  flew, 

Expos'd  the  ocean's  inmoft  depths  to  view. 

Then,  while  transfLx'd  the  blalled  v/retch  expires      60 

Flames  from  his  breaft,  and  fires  fuccccding  fires, 

Snatch'd  in  a  whirlwind,  with  a  fudden  Ihock, 

She  hurl'd  him  headlong  on  a  pointed  rock. 

But  I,  who  moves  fuprerae  in  heaven's  abodes, 

Jove's  fifter-wife,  and  emprefs  of  the  gods,  65 

With  this  one  nation  muft  a  war  maintain 

For  years  on  years ;  and  wage  that  war  in  vain  ! 

And  now  what  fuppliants  will  invoke  my  name. 

Adore  my  pow'r,  or  bid  my  altars  flame  ? 

Thus  fir'd  with  rage  and  vengeance,  now  flie  flies  70 
To  dark  JEolh,  from  the  diftant  fkies. 
Impregnated  with  ftorms ;  whofe  t)'rant  binds 
The  bluft'ring  tempefts,  and  reluftant  winds, 
"^rheir  rage  imperial  vEolus  reftrains 
With  rocky  dungeons,  and  enormous  chains.  ye 

The  bellowing  brethren,  in  the  mountain  pent. 
Roar  round  the  cave,  and  fliruggle  for  a  vent. 
From  his  high  throne,  their  fury  to  afTwage, 
He  (hakes  Ids  fceptre,  and  controls  their  rage; 
Or  down  the  void  their  rapid  whirls  had  drlv'n  80 

Earth,  air,  and  ocean,  and  the  tow'rs  of  heaven. 

But 
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But  Jove,  the  mighty  ruin  to  prevent. 

In  gloom/  caves  tli'  aerial  captives  pent ; 

O'er  their  wild  rage  the  pond'rous  rocks  he  fpread. 

And  huil'd  huge  heaps  of  mountains  on  their  head;  85 

And  gave  a  king,  commiffion'd  to  rcltrain 

And  curb  the  tempeft,  or  to  loofe  the  rein. 

Whom  thus  the  queen  addrefs'd  :  Since  mighty  Jove, 
The  king  of  men,  and  fire  of  gods  above. 
Gives  thee,  great  JEohs,  the  pow'r  to  raife  90 

Storms  at  thy  fovereign  will,  or  fmooth  the  feas  : 
A  race,  I  long  have  labour'd  to  deftroy. 
Waft  to  Hefperia  the  remains  of  Troy. 
Ev'n  now  their  navy  cuts  the  Tufcan  floods, 
Charg'd  with  their  exiles,  and  their  vanquilh'd  gods.  95 
Wing  all  thy  farious  winds ;  o'erwhelm  the  train, 
Difperfe,  or  plunge  their  vefTels  in  the  main. 
Twice  fev'n  bright  nymphs,  of  beauteous  iTiape  arc 

mine ; 
For  thy  reward  the  faireft  I'll  rcfign. 
The  charming  Deiopcia  fhall  be  thine  ;  100 

She,  on  thy  bed,  long  blefiings  fhall  confer. 
And  make  thee  father  cf  a  race  like  her. 

'Tis  your's,  great  queen,  replies  the  pow'r,  to  lay 
The  taik,  and  mine  to  liilen  and  obev. 
By  you,  I  fit  a  gueft  with  gods  above,  105 

And  (hare  the  graces  and  the  fmiles  of  Jove : 
By  you,  thefe  realms,  tlr.s  fceprre  I  maintain. 
And  wear  thcfe  honours  of  the  ftormy  reign. 

So  fpoke  th'  obfequious  god  ;  and,  while  he  fpoke, 
Wiurl'tJ  his  vail:  fpcar,and  pierc'd  the  liollow  rock.  1 1  o 

'i'Jie 
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The  winds,  embattled,  as  the  mountain  rent. 
Flew  all  at  once  impetuous  thro'  the  vent ; 
Earth,  in  their  courfe,  with  giddy  whirls  they  fweep, 
Rufh  to  the  feas,  and  bare  the  bofom  of  the  deep : 
Eait,  Well,  and  South,  all  black  with  tempells,   roar. 
And  roll  vail  billows  to  the  trembling  fhore.  1 1 6 

The  cordage  cracks ;  with  unavailing  cries 
The  Trojans  mourn ;  while  fudden  clouds  arife. 
And  ravifh  from  their  %ht  the  fplendors  of  the  Ikies 
Night  hovers  o'er  the  floods  ;  the  day  retires  ;         1 20 
The  heav'ns  flafh  thick  with  momentary  fires ; 
Loud  thunders  fliake  the  poles ;  from  ev'ry  place 
Grim  death  appear 'd,  and  glar'd  in  ev'ry  face. 

In  horror  fix'd  the  Trojan  hero  ftand-j. 
He  groans,  and  fpreads  to  heav'n  his  lifted  hands.  125 
Thrice  happy  thofe  !  whofe  fate  it  was  to  fall 
(Exclaims  the  chief)  beneath  the  Trojan  wall. 
Oil !   'twas  a  glorious  fate  to  die  in  fight. 
To  die,  fo  bravely,  in  their  parents'  fight ! 
Oh  !  had  I  there,  beneath  Tydides'  hand,  1 30 

That  bravcft  hero  of  the  Grecian  band, 
Pour'd  out  this  foul,  with  martial  glory  fir'd. 
And  in  that  field  triumphantly  expir'd. 
Where  Heftor  fell  by  fierce  AchiUes'  fpear. 
And  great  Sarpedon,  the  renown'd  in  w^ar;  135 

Where  Simois'  ilreams,  incumber'd  with  the  flain, 
RolI'd  fliidds,  and  hehns,  and  heroes  to  the  main. 

Thus  while  he  mourns,  the  Northern  blaft  prevails. 
Breaks  aH  his  car.^,  and  rends  his  flying  fails ; 

The 
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The  prow  turns  round  ;  ihe  galley  lea\'es  her  fide    140 

Bare  to  the  working  waves,  and  roaring  tide ; 

While  in  huge  heaps  the  gathering  Targes  fpread. 

And  hang  in  wat'ry  mountains  o'er  his  head, 

Thefe  ride  on  waves  fublime ;  thofe  fee  the  ground 

Low  in  the  boiling  deeps,  and  dark  profound.  145 

Three  Ihattcr'd  gallies  the  ilrong  Southern  blaft 

On  hidden  rocks,  with  dreadful  fury,  call ; 

Th'  Italians  call  them  altars,  as  they  ftood 

Sublime,  and  heav'd  their  backs  above  the  flood. 

Three  more,  fierce  Eurus  on  the  Syrtes  threw         150 

From  the  main  fea,  and  (terrible  to  view) 

He  dafli'd,  and  left  the  vefTels,  on  the  land, 

Intrench'd  with  mountains  of  furrounding  fand. 

Struck  by  a  billow,  in  the  hero's  view. 

From  prow  to  Hern  the  fhatter'd  galley  flew        i : 

V/hich  bore  Orontes,  and  the  Lycian  crew  : 

Swept  oft' the  deck,  the  pilot  from  the  Ihip, 

Stunn'd  by  the  ftroke,  (hot  headlong  down  the  deep  : 

The  veflel,  by  the  furge  toft  round  and  round. 

Sunk,  in  the  whirling  gulf  dcvour'd  and  drown'd.   160 

Some  from  the  dark  abyf  t^merge  again  ; 

Arms,  planks,  and  trcafures,  float  along  the  main. 

And  now  thy  fliip,  Ilioneus,  gives  way, 

Nor  thine,  Achates,  can  refift  the  fea  ; 

Nor  old  Alethes  his  ftrong  galley  faves ;  165 

Then  Abas  yields  to  the  vii5lorious  waves : 

The  ftorm  diflblves  their  wcU-compafled  fides. 

Which  drink  at  many  a  leak  the  holtile  tides. 

Mean 
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Mean  time  th'  imperial  monarch  of  the  main 
Heard  the  loud  tumults  in  his  wat'ry  reign,  1 70 

And  faw  the  furious  tempeft  wide  around 
Work  up  the  waters,  from  the  vaft  profound. 
Then  for  his  liquid  realms  alarm'd,  the  god 
Lifts  his  high  head  above  the  ftormy  flood, 
MajelHc  and  ferene  :  he  rolls  his  eyes. 
And  fcatter'd  wide  the  Trojan  navy  fpies, 
Opprefs'd  by  waves  below,  by  thunders  from  the  Ikies. 
Full  well  he  knew  his  filter's  endlefs  hate< 
Her  wiles  and  arts  to  fink  the  Trojan  ftate. 
To  Eurus,  and  the  Weltern  blaft,  he  cry'd,  180 

Does  your  high  birth  infpire  this  boundlefs  pride. 
Audacious  winds !  without  a  pow'r  from  me. 
To  raife,  at  will,  fuch  mountains  on  the  fea  ? 
Thus  to  confound  heav'n,  earth,  the  air,  and  main  ? 
Whom  I — -but  lirft  I'll  calm  the  waves  again.  185 

But  if  you  tempt  my  rage  a  fecond  time. 
Know,  that  fome  heavier  vengeance  waits  the  crime. 
Hence  ;  fly  with  fpeed ;  from  me,  your  tyrant  tell, 
That  to  my  lot  this  wat'ry  empire  fell. 
Bid  him  his  rocks,  your  c*    kfome  dungeons  keep,  190 
Nor  dare  ufurp  the  trident  of  the  deep. 
There,  in  that  gloomy  court,  difplay  his  pow'r. 
And  hear  his  tempefts  round  their  caverns  roar. 

He  fpoke,  and  fpeaking  chac'd  the  clouds  away, 
Hufh'd  the  loud  billows,  and  reftor'd  the  day.  ig^ 

Cymothoe  guards  the  vefl'els  in  the  ftiock. 
And  Triton  heaves  'em  from  the  pointed  rock. 

With 
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With  his  huge  trident,  the  m.geflic  god 

Clear'd  the  wild  Syrtes,  and  compood  the  flood ; 

Then  mounted  on  his  radiant  car  he  rides,  200 

And  wheels  along  the  level  of  the  tides. 

As  when  fedition  fires  tli'  ignoble  crowd. 

And  the  wild  rabble  ftorms  and  thirfts  for  blood : 

Of  Hones  and  brands,  a  mingled  tempeft  flies. 

With  all  the  fudden  arms  that  rage  fupplies :  205 

If  fome  grave  fire  appears,  amid  the  ftrife. 

In  morals  ftrifl,  and  innocence  of  life. 

All  ftand  attentive ;  while  the  fage  controls 

Their  wrath,  and  calms  the  tumult  of  their  fouls. 

So  did  the  roaring  deeps  their  rage  compofe,  2 1  o 

When  the  great  father  of  the  floods  arofe. 

Rapt  by  hii  Heeds  he  flies  in  open  day. 

Throws  up  the  reins,  and  (kims  the  wat'ry  Way. 

The  Trojans,  vveary'd  with  the  florm,  explore 
The  neareft  land,  and  reach  the  Libyan  fliore.        215 
Far  in  a  deep  recefs,  her  jutting  fides 
An  ifle  proje£l5,  to  break  the  rolling  tides. 
And  forms  a  port,  where,  curling  from  the  fea. 
The  waves  ileal  back,  and  wind  into  a  bay. 
On  either  fide,  fubiime  in  air,  arife  220  t 

Two  tow'ring  rocks,  whofe  fummits  brave  the  Ikies ;  > 
Low  at  their  feet  the  fleeping  ocean  lies :  J 

Crown'd  with  a  gloomy  fnade  of  waving  woods. 
Their  aweful  brows  hang  nodding  o'er  the  floods. 
Oppos'd  to  thefe,  a  fecret  grotto  ftands,  225 

The  haunt  of  Nereids,  fram'd  by  nature'^  hands ; 

V/here 
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Where  polifli'd  feats  appear  of  living  ftone. 
And  limpid  rills,  that  tinkle  as  they  run. 
No  cable  here,  nor  circling  anchor  binds 
The  floating  vefTel  harrafs'd  with  the  winds.  230 

The  Dardan  hero  brings  to  this  retreat 
Sev'n  fhatter'd  (hips,  the  relicks  of  his  fle.t. 
With  fierce  defire  to  gain  the  friendly  ftrand. 
The  Trojans  leap  in  rapture  to  the  land. 
And,  drench'd  in  brine,  lye  ftretch'd  along  the  fand 
Achates  ftrikes  the  flint,  and  from  the  ftroke  236 

The  lurking  feeds  of  fire  in  fparkles  broke ; 
The  catching  flame  on  leaves  and  flubble  preys. 
Then  gathers  ftrength,  and  mounts  into  a  blaze. 
Tir'd  with  their  labours,  they  prepare  to  dine,        240 
And  grind  their  corn,  infefted  with  the  brine. 

JEneas  mounts  a  rock,  and  thence  furveys 
The  wide  and  wat'ry  profpeft  of  the  feas ; 
Now  hopes  the  fliatter'd  Phrygian  fhips  to  find, 
Antheus,  or  Capys,  driving  with  the  wind ;  345' 

And  now,  Cai'cus'  glitt'ring  arms  to  fpy. 
Wide  o'er  the  vaft  horizon  darts  his  eye. 
The  chief  could  view  no  vefTel  on  the  main ; 
But  three  tall  flags  ftalk'd  proudly  o'er  the  plain  ; 
Before  the  herd  their  beamy  fronts  they  rais'd;        250 
Stretch'd  out  in  length,  the  train  along  the'  valley  graz'd. 
The  Prince,  who  fpy'd  'em  on  the  fhore  below, 
Stop'd  fhort — then  fnatch'd  the  feather'd  fliafts  and  bow. 
Which  good  Achates  bore  :  his  arrows  fled ; 
And  firft  he  laid  the  lordly  leaders  dead;  25 j 
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Next  all  th'  ignoble  vulgar  he  purfu'd. 

And  with  his  Ihafts  difpers'd  'em  thro'  the  wood ; 

Nor  ceas'd  the  chief,  'till,  ftretch'd  beneath  his  feet. 

Lay  fev'n  huge  flags,  the  number  of  his  fleet. 

Back  to  the  port  the  vidor  bends  his  way,  260 

And  with  his  friends  divides  the  copious  prey. 

The  generous  wine  to  crown  the  genial  feaft. 

Which  kind  Aceftes  gave  his  parting  guefl. 

Next  to  his  fad  aflbciates  he  imparts ; 

And  with  thefe  words  revives  their  drooping  hearts.  26  5 

Friends !  we  have  known  more  toils,  than  now  we 
By  long  experience  exercis'd  in  woe ;  [know. 

And  foon  to  thefe  difaflers  fliall  be  giv'n 
A  certain  period  by  relenting  heav'n. 
Think,  how  you  faw  the  dire  Cyclopean  fliore,       270 
Heard  ScyUa's  rocks,  and  all  her  monfters,  roar. 
Difmifs  your  fears ;  on  thefe  misfortunes  part 
Your  minds  with  pleafure  may  refleft  at  lafl. 
Through  fuch  varieties  of  woes,  we  tend 
To  promis'd  Latium,  where  our  toils  fliall  end  :      275 
Where  the  kind  Fates  fliall  peaceful  feats  ordain. 
And  Troy,  in  all  her  glories,  rifs  again. 
With  manly  patience  bear  your  prefent  ftate. 
And  with  firm  courage  wait  a  better  fate. 

So  fpoke  the  chief,  and  hid  his  inward  fmart;     280 
Hope  fmooth'd  his  looks,  but  anguifli  rack'd  his  heart. 
The  hungry  crowd  prepare,  without  delay. 
To  drefs  the  banquet,  and  to  fliare  the  prey. 
Some  from  the  body  ftrip  the  fmoaking  hide. 
Some  cut  in  morfels,  and  the  parts  divide;  285 

Thefe 
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Tkefe  bid,  with  bufy  care,  the  flames  afpire ; 
7 'hole  roail  the  Hmbs,  yet  quiv'ring  o'er  the  fire. 
Thus,  while  their  llrength  and  fpirits  they  reflore. 
The  brazen  cauldrons  fmoak  along  the  ftiore. 
Slietch'd  on  the  grafs,  their  bodies  they  recline,     290 
Enjoy  the  rich  repaft,  and  quaiFthe  gen'rous  wine. 

The  rage  of  hunger  quell'd-,  they  pafs'd  away 
In  long  and  melancholy  talk  the  day ; 
Nor  knew,  by  fears  and  hopes  alternate  led. 
Whether  to  deem  their  friends  diftrefs'd,  or  dead.    295 
Apart  the  pious  chief,  who  fuffer'd  moft. 
Bemoans  brave  Gyas  and  Cloanthus  loll ; 
For  Lycus'  fate,  for  Amycus  he  weeps. 
And  great  Orontes,  whelm'd  beneath  the  deeps. 

Now,  from  high  heav'ji,  imperial  jove  furveys  300 
The  nations,  fliores,  and  navigable  feas ; 
There,  as  he  fate,  inthron'd  above  the  fkles, 
Full  on  the  Libyan  realms  he  fix'd  his  eyes. 
When  lo  !  the  mournful  queen  of  love  appears ; 
Her  ftarry  eyes  were  dim'd  with  ftreaming  tears  j    305 
Who  to  the  fire  her  humble  fuit  addrefs'd. 
The  fchemes  of  fate  revolving  in  his  breaH. 

Oh  thou  !  vvhofe  facred,  and  eternal  fway, 
Aw'd  by  thy  thunders,  men,  and  gods  obey ; 
What  have  my  poor  exhaufted  Trojans  done  ?         310 
Or  what,  alas  !   my  dear  unhappy  fon  ? 
Still,  for  the  fake  of  Italy,  deny'd 
All  other  regions,  all  the  world  befide  ? 
Sure*  once  you  promis'd,  that  a  race  divine 
Of  Roman  chiefs  iltould  fpring  from  Teucer's  line; 
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The  world  in  future  ages  to  command,  316 

And  in  the  empire  grafp  the  fea  and  land. 

Oh  !  fov'reign  father,  fay  !  what  caufe  could  move 

The  fix'd  unalterable  word  of  Jove  ? 

Which  footh'd  my  grief,  when  llion  felt  her  doom ;  320 

And  Troy  1  balanc'd  with  the  fates  of  Rome. 

But  fee  I  their  fortune  ftill  purfues  her  blow  j 

When  wilt  thou  fix  a  period  to  their  woe  ? 

In  fafety,  bold  Antenor  broke  his  way 

Through  hofts  of  foes,  and  pierc'd  th'  Illyrian  bay,  325 

Where,  through  nine  ample  mouths,  Timavus  pours. 

Wide  as  a  fea,  and  deluges  the  fhores ; 

The  flood  rebellows,  and  the  mountain  roars. 

Yet  with  his  colonies,  fecure  he  came, 

Rais'd  Padua's  walls,  and  gave  the  realms  a  name.  3  50 

Then  fix'd  his  Trojan  arms ;  his  labours  ceafe  ; 

And  now  the  hoary  monarch  reigns  in  peace. 

But  we,  your  progeny,  ordain'd  to  rife. 

And  fhare  th'  eternal  honours  of  the  fkies. 

To  glut  the  rage  of  one,  our  vefTels  loft,  335 

Barr'd  by  her  vengeance,  from  the  promis'd  coaft. 

Are  thefe  the  palms  that  virtue  muft  obtain. 

And  is  our  empire  thus  reftor'd  again  .■' 

The  fire  of  men  and  gods,  fuperior,  fmil'd 
On  the  fad  queen,  and  gently  kifs'd  his  child.         340 
Then,  with  thofe  looks  that  clear  the  clouded  fkies. 
And  calm  the  raging  tempefl,  he  replies. 
Daughter,  difmifs  your  fears ;  by  doom  divine 
Fix'd  are  the  fates  of  your  immortal  line. 

Your 
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Your  eyes  Lavinium's  promis'd  walls  fliall  fee,        345 
And  here  we  ratify  our  firft  decree. 
Your  fon,  the  brave  yEneas,  fooii  Ihall  rife, 
Himfelf  a  god  ;  and  mount  the  ftarry  ikies. 
To  footh  your  care,  thefe  fecrets  I  relate 
From  the  dark  volumes  of  eternal  fate  :  35O 

The  chief  fair  Italy  fhall  reach,  and  there 
With  mighty  nations  wage  a  dreadful  war. 
New  cities  raife,  the  favage  nations  awe. 
And  to  the  conquer'd  kingdoms  give  the  law. 
The  fierce  Rutulians  vanquifh'd  by  his  fword,  355 

Three  years  fhall  Latium  own  him  fovereign  lord. 
Your  dear  Afcanius  then,  the  royal  boy, 
(Now  called  liilus,  fince  the  fall  of  Troy) 
While  thirty  rolling  years  their  orbs  complete. 
Shall  wear  the  crown,  and  from  Lavinium's  feat      360 
Transfer  the  kingdom  ;  and,  of  mighty  length 
Raife  tow'ring  Alba,  glorying  in  her  ftrength. 
There,  fhall  the  Trojan  race  enjoy  the  pow'r. 
And  fill  the  throne  three  hundred  winters  more. 
Ilia,  the  royal  prieftefs,  next  fhall  bear  365 

Two  lovely  infants  to  the  god  of  war, 
Nurs'd  by  a  tawny  wolf,  her  eldeft  fon, 
Imperial  Romulus,  fhall  mount  the  throne ; 
From  his  own  name,  the  people  Romans  call. 
And  from  his  father  Mars,  his  rifmg  wall.  370 

No  Hmits  have  I  fix'd,  of  time,  or  place. 
To  the  vaft  empire  of  the  godlike  race. 
Ev'n  haughty  Juno  fhall  the  nation  love. 
Who  now  alarms  earth,  feas,  and  heav'n  above ; 
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And  join  her  friendly  counfels  to  my  own,  ^j^ 

With  endlefs  fame  the  fons  of  Rome  to  crown. 
The  world's  majcftic  lords,  the  nation  of  the  gown. 

This  word  be  fate an  hour  fhall  wing  its  way. 

When  Troy  in  dull  fhall  proud  Mycena;  lay. 

In  Greece,  Aflaracus,  his  fons  fhall  reign,  380 

And  vanquifh'd  Argos  wear  the  vidor's  chain. 

Then  Caifar,  call'd  by  great  liilus  name, 

(Whofe  empire  ocean  bounds,  the  flars  his  fame) 

Sprung  from  the  noble  Trojan  line,  fhall  rife 

Charg'd  with  his  Eaftcrn  fpoils,  and  mount  the  fkies.  3  85 

Him,  fhall  you  fee,  advanc'd  to  thefe  abodes ; 

Ador'd  by  Rome  ;  a  god  among  the  gods. 

From  that  blefl  hour  all  violence  fliall  ceafe. 

The  age  grow  mild  ;  and  foftcn  into  peace. 

With  righteous  Rhemus  fhall  Quirinus  reign,  390 

Old  faith,  and  Vefla,  fhall  return  again ; 

■\Vith  many  a  folid  hinge,  and  brazen  bar. 

Shall  Janus  dole  the  horrid  gates  of  war. 

Within  the  fane  dire  Fury  fhall  be  bound. 

With  a  huge  heap  of  fhatler'd  arms  around;  395 

Wrapt  in  an  hundred  cliains,  beneath  the  load 

The  liend  fhall  roar,  and  grind  his  teeth  in  blood. 

The  thund'rer  faid,  and  down  th'  aerial  way 
Sent  with  his  high  commands  the  fon  of  May ; 
Tha^  Carthage  may  throw  wide  her  friendly  tow'rs,  400 
And  grant  her  guefts  th.e  freedom  of  her  Ihores ; 
Lei!;  Dido,  blind  to  fate,  and  Jove's  decree, 
Should  Taut  her  ports,  ^nd  drive  them  to  the  fea. 

Swift 
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Swift  on  the  fteerage  of  his  wings  he  flies, 

And  fhoots  the  vaft  expanfion  of  the  fkies.  405 

Arriv'd,  th'  almighty's  orders  he  performs, 

Charm'd  by  the  god,  no  more  the  nation  ftorms 

With  jealous  rage  ;  in  chief  the  queen  incliii'd 

To  peace,  and  mild  benevolence  of  mind. 

All  night  involv'd  in  cares  ^neas  lay,  410 

But  rofe  impatient  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
To  view  the  coart,  the  country  to  explore. 
And  learn  if  men,  or  beafts  poliefs'd  the  ftiore, 
(For  wide  around  the  gloomy  wafte  extends) 
And  bear  the  tidings  to  his  anxious  friends.  415 

Beneath  a  ihelving  rock  his  fleet  difpos'd. 
With  waving  woods  and  aweful  fhades  inclos'd. 
Two  glitt'ring  fpears  he  fliook  with  martial  pride. 
And  forth  he  march'd ;  Achates  at  his  fide. 
As  through  the  wilds  the  chief  his  courfe  purfu'd    4Z9 
He  meets  his  goddefs-mother  in  the  wood ; 
In  fliow,  an  huntrefs  ftie  appear'd,  array'd 
In  arms  and  habit  like  a  Spartan  maid } 
Or  fwift  Harpalyce  of  Thrace,  whofe  fpeed 
Out-flew  the  wings  of  winds,  and  tir'd  the  rapid  fteed. 
Bare  was  her  knee  ;  and  with  an  eafy  pride  426 

Her  polifli'd  bow  hung  graceful  at  her  flde. 
Clofe,  in  a  knot,  her  flowing  robes  ftie  drew ; 
Loofe  to  the  winds  her  wanton  treflTes  flew. 
Ho  !  gentle  youths,  ihe  cry'd,  have  you  beheld      43  O 
One  of  mv  fifters  wand'ring  o'er  the  field. 
Girt  with  a  fpeckied  lynx's  vary'd  hide, 
A  painted  quiver  rattling  at  her  fide  ? 
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Or  have  you  fcen  her  with  an  eager  pace 

Urge  with  full  cries  the  foaming  boar  in  chace  ?      435 

None  of  your  charming  fifterhood  (he  faid) 

Have  we  beheld,  or  heard,  ohl  beauteous  maid. 

Your  name,  oh  !  nymph,  or  oh  1  fair  goddefs,  fay  ? 

A  goddefs,  fure,  or  filler  of  the  day. 

You  draw  your  birth  from  fome  immortal  line,        44.0 

Your  looks  are  heav'nly,  and  your  voice  divine. 

Tell  me,  on  what  new  climate  are  we  throw  n  ? 

Alike  the  natives  and  the  lands  unknown ; 

By  the  wild  waves,  and  fwelling  furges  tolt. 

We  wander  ftrangers  on  a  foreign  coaft.  445 

Then  will  we  dill  invoke  your  lacred  name. 

And  with  fat  viAims  (hall  your  altars  flame. 

No  goddefs'  awefal  name,  fhe  faid,  I  bear ; 
For  know,  the  Tyrian  maids,  by  cuftom,  here, 
I'he  purple  buikin,  and  a  quiver  wear.  450 

Your  eyes  behold  Agenor's  walls  afpire ; 
The  Punic  realms  ;  a  colony  from  Tyre. 
See  !  wide  around,  wafte  Libya's  bounds  appear, 
Whofc  fwarthy  fons  are  terrible  In  war. 
prom  her  fierce  brother's  vengeance,  o'er  the  main,  4  jj 
from  Tyre,  fled  Dido,  and  enjoys  the  reign  : 
The  tale  is  intricate,  perplex'd  and  long; 
Hear  then,  in  fliort,  the  ilory  of  her  wrong. 
SichcEUs  was  her  lord,  beyond  the  reft 
Of  the  Phoenician  race,  with  riches  bleft ;  46,0, 

Much  lov'd  by  Dido,  whom  her  father  led 
Pure,  and  a  virgin,  to  his  nuptial  bed. 

Her 
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Her  brother,  fierce  Pygmalion,  fi'i'd  the  throne 

Of  Tyre,  m  vice  unrivall'd  and  alone. 

Ev'n  at  the  facred  altar  in  a  ftrife  465 

By  Health  the  tyrant  Ihed  his  brother's  life ; 

Blind  with  the  charms  of  gold,  his  faulchion  drove. 

Stern,  and  regardlefs  of  his  fifter's  love. 

Then,  witli  fond  hopes,  deceiv'd  her  for  a  time. 

And  forg'd  pretences  to  conceal  the  crime.  470 

But  her  unbury'd  lord,  before  her  fight, 

Rofe  ill  a  frightful  vifion  of  the  night : 

Around  her  bed  he  ftalks ;  grim  !  ghaftly  !  pale  ! 

And,  flaring  wide,  unfolds  the  horrid  tale 

Of  the  dire  altars,  dath'd  with  bloo4  around  ;  475 

Then  bares  his  breall,  and  points  to  every  wound  ; 

Warns  her  to  fly  the  land  without  delay ; 

And  to  fupport  her  through  the  tedious  way. 

Shews  where,  in  mafTy  piles,  his  bury'd  treafure  lay 

Rous'd,  and  alarm'd,  the  wife  her  flight  intends,   j^8q 

Obeys  the  fummons,  and  corivenes  her  friends  : 

They  meet,  they  join,  and  in  her  caufe  engage. 

All,  who  detail,  or  dread  the  tyrant's  rage. 

Some  fliips,  already  rigg'd  they  feiz'd,  and  flow'd 

Their  fides  with  gold  ;  then  launch'd  into  the  flood.  48 j 

They  fail ;  the  bold  exploit  a  woman  guides  j 

Pygmalion's  wealth  is  wafted  o'er  the  tides. 

They  came,  where  now  you  fee  new  Carthage  rife. 

And  yon  proud  citadel  invade  the  ikies. 

The  wand'ring  exiles  bought  a  fpace  of  ground       490 

Which  one  bull-hide  inclos'd  and  compafs'd  round ; 

Hence 
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Hence  Byrfa  nam'd :  but  now,  ye  ftrangers,  fay. 
Who  ?  whence  you  are  ?  and  w'lither  lies  your  way  ? 

Deep,  from  hii  foul,  he  draws  a  length  of  fighs. 
And,  with  a  mournful  accent,  thus  replies.  49;; 

Shou'd  I,  O  goddefs,  from  tiieir  fource  relate. 
Or  you  attend,  the  annals  of  our  fate, 
The  gold-.n  fun  would  fuik,  and  ev'ning  clofe. 
Before  my  tongue  could  tell  you  half  our  woes. 
By  Grecian  foes  expell'd  from  Troy  we  came,        500 
From  ancient  Troy  (if  e'er  you  heard  the  name) 
Through  various  feas ;  when  lo  !  a  tempeft  roars. 
And  raging  drives  us  on  the  Libyan  fhores. 
The  good  JEkeas  am  I  call'd;  my  fame. 
And  brave  exploits,  havereach'd  the  ftarry  frame  :  505 
From  Grecian  flames  I  bear  my  refcu'd  gods. 
Safe  in  my  veffcls,  o'er  the  ftormy  floods. 
In  fearch  of  ancient  Italy  I  rove. 
And  draw  my  lineage  from  almighty  Jove. 
A  goddefs-mother  and  the  Fates,  my  guides,         5 1  o 
With  tiventy  ihips  I  plough'd  the  Phrygian  tides. 
Scarce  fev'n  of  all  my  fleet  are  left  behind. 
Rent  by  tjie  waves,  and  fliatter'd  by  the  wipd. 
Myfelfj  ffom  Europe  and  from  Afia  caft, 
A  helplefs  ftranger  rove  the  Libyan  wafte.  5 1 5 

No  more  could  Venus  hear  her  fon  bewail 
His  various  woes,  but  interrupts  his  tale. 
Whoe'er  you  are,  arriv'd  in  thefe  abodes. 
No  wretch  I  deem  a'oandon'd  by  the  gods ; 
Hence  then,  with  hafle,  to  yon'  proud  palace  bend  520 
Your  irouifc,  and  o)i  the  gracious  queen  attend. 

Youj 
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Your  friendi  are  iafe,  the  winds  arc  chang'd  again. 

Or  all  my  ficill  in  augury  is  vain  ! 

See  thofe  twelve  fsvans,  a  flock  triamphant,  fly, 

Whcm  lately  fhooting  from  th'  etheriai  iky,  525 

Th'  imperial  bird  of  Jove  difpers'd  around. 

Some  hov'ring  o'er,  feme  fettling  on  the  ground. 

As  thefe  returning  dap  their  founding  wings. 

Ride  round  the  fkies,  and  fpcrt  in  airy  rings ; 

So  have  your  friends  and  fliips  pofTefs'dthe  flrand,  530 

Or  vsith  full-bellying  fails  approach  the  land. 

Haflc  to  the  palace  then,  without  delay. 

And,  as  this  path  direvSts,  purfue  your  way. 

She  faid,  and  turmng  round,  her  neck  (he  fliow'd. 

That  with  celeftial  charms  divinely  glow'd.  535 

Her  waving  looks  immortal  odours  fhcd. 

And  breath'd  ambrofial  fcents  around  her  head. 

Her  fweeping  robe  trail'd  pompous  as  fhe  trod. 

And  her  majeftic  port  confefs'd  the  god. 

Soon  as  he  knows  her  through  the  coy  difguife,       5 40 

He  thus  purfues  his  mother  as  (he  flies. 

Muft  never,  never  more  our  hands  be  join'd  ? 
Are  you,  like  heaven,  grown  cruel  and  unkind  ? 
Why  m.ufl  thofe  borrovv'd  fliapes  delude  your  fon  ? 
And  why,  ah  !  why  thofe  accents  not  your  own  ?    54^- 

He  faid ;  then  fought  the  town  ;  but  Venus  (hrowd^ 
And  wraps  their  perfons  in  a  veil  of  clouds ; 
That  none  may  interpofe  to  caufe  delay. 
Nor  fondly  curious  alk  them  of  their  way. 
Through  air  fijblime  the  queen  of  love  retreats        55(3^ 
To  Paphos'  (lately  tow'rs,  and  blifsful  feats ; 

Where 
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Where  to  her  name  an  hundi-ed  altars  rife. 

And  gums,  and  flow'ry  wreaths,  perfume  the  fkics. 

Now  o'er  the  lofty  hill  they  bend  their  way. 

Whence  all  the  rifmg  town  in  profpcd  lay,  55 r 

And  tow'rs  and  temples ;  for  the  mountain's  brow 

Hung  bending  o'er,  and  fhaded  all  below. 

Where  late  the  cottage  ftood,  with  glad  furprife 

The  prince  beholds  the  ftately  palace  rife ; 

On  the  pav'd  ilreets,  and  gates,  looks  wond'ring  down. 

And  all  the  crowd  and  tumult  of  the  town.  561 

The  Tyrians  ply  their  work;  with  many  a  groan 

Thefe  roll,  or  heave  forae  huge  unwieldy  llone; 

Thofe  bid  the  lofty  citadel  afcend ; 

Some  in  vaft  length  th'  embattled  walls  extend  j       565 

Others  for  future  dwellings  choofe  the  ground, 

Mark  out  the  fpot,  and  draw  the  furrow  round. 

Some,  ufeful  laws  propofe,  and  fome  the  choice 

Of  facred  fenates,  and  eleiSt  by  voice. 

Thefe  fmk  a  fpacious  mole  beneath  the  fea,  570 

Thofe  a  huge  theatre's  foundation  lay ; 

Hew  maffy  columns  from  the  mountain's  fide^^ 

Of  future  fcenes  an  ornamental  pride. 

Thus  to  their  toils,  in  early  f-immer,  run 

The  cluft'ring  bees,  and  labour  in  the  fun;  575 

Led  forth,  in  colonies,  their  buzzing  race. 

Or  work  the  liquid  fweets,  and  thicken  to  a  mafs. 

The  buf/  nation  fiies  from  flow'r  to  flow'r. 

And  hoards,  in  curious  cell?,  the  golden  (lore ; 

A  chofen  troop  before  the  gate  attends,  5  80 

To  take  the  burdens,  and  relieve  their  friends ; 

Warm 
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Warm  at  the  fragrant  work,  in  bands,  they  drive 
The  drone,  a  lazy  robber,  from  the  hive. 
The  prince  furveys  the  lofty  tow'rs,  and  cries, 
Bleft,  bleil  are  you,  whofe  walls  already  rife:  c8c 

Then,  ftrange  to  tell,  he  mingled  with  the  crowds. 
And  pafs'd,  unfeen,  involv'd  in  mantling  clouds. 

Amid  the  town,  a  Itately  grove  difplay'd 
A  cooling  ihelter,  and  delightful  fhade. 
Here,  toll  by  winds  and  waves,  the  Tyrians  found  590 
A  courfer's  head  within  the  facred  ground ; 
An  omen  fent  by  Juno,  to  declare 
A  fruitful  foil,  and  race  renown'd  in  war. 
A  temple  here  Sidonian  Dido  rais'd 
To  heav'n's  dread  emprefs,  that  with  riches  blaz'd;  59a 
Unnumber'd  gifts  adorn'd  the  coftly  flirine» 
By  her  own  prefence  hallow'd  and  divine. 
Brafs  were  the  fleps,  the  beams  with  brafs  were  ftrong^ 
The  lofty  doors,  on  brazen  hinges,  rung. 
Here,  a  ftrange  fcene  before  his  eyes  appears,         600 
To  raife  his  courage,  and  difpel  his  fears ; 
Here  firft,  he  hopes  his  fortunes  to  redrefs : 
And  finds  a  glimmering  profpeft  of  fuccefs. 
Vv'hile  for  the  queen  he  waited,  and  amaz'd, 
O'er  the  proud  Ibrine  and  pompous  temple  gaz'd ;  605 
While  he  the  town  admires,  and  wond'ring  ilands 
At  the  rich  labours  of  the  artiiils'  hands ; 
Amid  the  ftory'd  walls,  he  faw  appear. 
In  fpeaking  paint,  the  tedious  Trojan  war ; 
The  war,  that,  fame  had  blaz'd  the  world  around,  6ie> 
And  every  battle  fought  on  Phrygian  ground. 

There 
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There  Priam  flood,  and  Agamemnon  here. 

And  Pelus'  wrathful  fon,  to  both  fevere. 

Struck  with  the  view,  oh  !  friend,  t'le  hero  cries, 

(Tears,  as  he  fpoke,  came  ftarting  from  his  eyes)  615 

Lo !  the  wide  world  our  miferies  employ ; 

What  realm  abounds  not  with  the  woes  of  Troy  ? 

See  I  where  the  venerable  Priam  ftands  ! 

See  virtue  honour'd  in  the  Libyan  fands  ! 

For  Troy,  the  generous  tears  of  Carthage  flow ;     620 

And  Tyrian  breafts  are  toucli'd  with  human  woe. 

Now  banilh  fear,  for  fince  the  Trojan  name 

Is  known,  we  find  our  fafety  in  our  fame. 

Thus  while  his  foul  the  moving  pifture  fed, 
A  fhow'r  of  tears  the  groaning  hero  (hed.  625 

For  here,  the  fainting  Greeks  in  flight  he  view'd  j 
And  there  the  Trojans  to  their  walls  purfu'd 
'By  plum'd  Achilles,  with  his  dreadful  fpear, 
Whirl'd  on  iiis  kindling  chariot  through  the  war. 
Not  far  from  thence,  proud  Rhaefus'  tents  he  knows  630 
By  their  white  veils,  tliat  match'd  the  winter  fnows, 
Betray'd  and  ftretch'd  amidll  his  flaughter'd  tram. 
And,  while  he  flept,  by  fierce  Tydides  flain ; 
Who  drove  his  courfers  from  the  fcene  of  blood. 
Ere  the  fierce  fteeds  had  tailed  Trojan  food,        635 
Or  drank  divine  Scamander's  fatal  flood. 

Tiiere  Troilus  flies  dilarm'd  (unhappy  boyl) 
From  ftern  Achilles,  round  the  fields  of  Troy  : 
Unequal  he  !  to  fuch  an  arm  in  war  ! 
Supine,  and  trailing  from  his  empty  car,  640 

Still, 


VIRGIL'S    ^N  EI  D.    BOOK  I.      255 

Still,  though  in  death,  he  grafps  the  flowing  reins. 
His  ftartled  courfers  whirl  him  o'er  the  plains : 
The  fpear  inverted  Itreaks  the  dull  around ; 
His  fnowy  neck,  and  treffes  fweep  the  ground. 
Mean  time  a  penfivc  fupplicating  train  645 

Of  Trojan  matrons,  to  Minerva's  fane 
In  fad  proceflion  with  a  robe  repair. 
Beat  their  white  breafts,  and  rend  their  golden  hair. 
Unmov'd  with  pray'rs,  difdainfully  fhe  frown'd. 
And  fix'd  her  eyes,  relentlefs  on  the  ground.  650 

Achilles  here,  his  vengeance  to  enjoy. 
Thrice  dragg'd  brave  Heftor  round  the  walls  of  Troy : 
Then  to  the  mournful  fire,  the  vidor  fold 
The  breuhlefs  body  of  his  fon  for  gold. 
His  groans  now  deepen'd,  and  new  tears  he  fhed,  655 
To  fee  the  fpoils  and  chariot  of  the  dead. 
And  Priam  both  his  trembling  hands  extend. 
And,  gafli'd  with  wounds,  his  dear  disSgur'd  friend. 
Mix'd  with  the  Grecian  peers,  and  hoflile  train, 
Himfelf  he  vievv'd,  confpicuous  in  the  plain ;  660 

And  fwarthy  Memnon,  glorious  to  behold. 
His  eallern  liofts,  and  arms  that  flame  with  gold. 
All  furious  led  Penthelilea  there, 
AVith  moony  ftiields,  her  Amazons  to  war ; 
Around  her  breaft  her  golden  belt  fhe  threw ;  665 

Then  through  the  thick-embattled  fquadrons  flew; 
Amidft  the  tlioufands  fcood  the  dire  alarms. 
And  die  fierce  maid  engag'd  the  men  in  arms. 
Thus,  while  the  Trojan  hero  flood  amaz'd. 
Arid,  fix'd  in  wonder,  on  the  pidure  gaz'd,  670 

With 
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With  ail  her  guards,  fw  Dido,  from  below, 
Afcends  tlie  dome,  mRiellcialiy  flow. 
As  on  Eurotas'  banks,  or  Cynthus'  heads, 
A  thoufand  beauteous  nymphs  Diana  leads, 
Wliile  round  their  quiver'd  queen  the  quires  advance. 
She  tow'rs  majeftic,  as  fhe  leads  the  dance;  676 

She  moves  hi  poinp  fuperior  to  the  reft. 
And  fecret  tranfports  touch  Latona's  breaft. 
So  pafs'd  the  graceful  queen  amidfl:  her  train. 
To  fpeed  her  labours  and  her  future  reign.  680 

Then  with  her  guards  furrounded,  in  the  gate. 
Beneath  the  fpacious  dome,  fublime  fhe  fate. 
She  fhares  their  labours,  or  by  lots  (he  draws ; 
And  to  the  crov/d  adminiilers  the  laws. 
When  lo  !  -ffiaeas  brave  Cloanthus  fpies>  685 

Antheus,  and  great  Sergeftus,  with  furprife, 
Approach  the  throne,  attended  by  a  throng 
Of  Trojan  friends,  that  pour'd  in  tides  along; 
Whom  the  wild  whiftling  winds  and  tempefts  bore. 
And  widely  fcatter'd  on  a  diftant  fhore.  690 

Loft  in  his  hopes  and  fears,  amaz'd  he  ftands, 
And  vvith  Achates  longs  to  join  their  hands : 
But  doubtful  of  th'  event,  he  firft  attends. 
Wrapt  in  the  cloud,  the  fortune  of  his  friends ; 
Anxious,  and  eager  till  he  knew  their  ftate,  695 

And  where  their  veflels  lay,  and  what  their  fate. 
With  cries,  tlie  royal  favour  to  implore, 
They  came,  a  train  fele6led,  from  the  fhore  : 
Then,  leave  obtain 'd,  Ilioneus  begun. 
And,  with  their  common  fuit,  addreft  the  throne.   700 

Oh! 
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Oh  !  queen,  indulg'd  by  Jove>  thefe  lofty  tow'rs 
And  this  proud  town  to  ra-fe  on  Libyan  fhores. 
With  high  commands,  a  favage  race  to  awe. 
And  to  the  barb'rous  natives  give  the  law. 
We  wretched  Trojansi  an  abandon'd  race,  705 

Toll:  round  the  feas,  implore  your  royal  grace; 
Oh  !  check  your  fubjcdj,  and  their  rage  reclaim. 
Ere  their  wild  fury  wrap  our  fleet  in  flame^ 
Oh  !  fave  a  pious  race ;  regard  our  cry  ; 
And  view  our  anguifh  with  a  melting  eye.  710 

We  come  not,  mighty  queen,  an  hoftile  bandi 
With  fword  and  fire,  and,  ravaging  the  land. 
To  bear  your  fpoils  triumphant  to  the  fhore  ; 
No---to  fuch  thoughts  the  vanquiflii'd  durft  not  foar. 
Once  by  Oenotrians  till'd,  there  lies  a  place;  715 

'Twas  call'd  Helperia  by  the  Grecian  race, 
(For  martial  deeds  and  fruits,  renown'd  by  fame) 
But  fmce  Italia,  from  the  leader's  name; 
To  that  bleft  Ihore  we  fleer'd  oiir  delHn'd  way. 
When  fudden,  dire  OHon  rous'd  the  fea  ;  720 

All  charg'd  with  tempefts  rofe  the  baleful  ftar. 
And  on  our  navy  pour'd  his  wat'ry  war ; 
Vv'ith  fweeping  whirlwinds  caft  oiir  veffels  wide, 
Dafh'd  on  rough  rocks,  or  driving  with  the  tide  ; 
The  few  fad  relicks  of  our  navy  bore  725 

Their  courfe  to  this  unhofpitable  fliore. 
What  are  the  cufloms  of  this  barbarous  place  ? 
What  more  than  favage  this  inhuman  race  ? 
In  arms  they  rife,  and  drive  us  from  the  flrand. 
From  the  laft  verge,  and  limits  of  the  land, 
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Know,  if  divine  and  human  laws  you  flight. 

The  gods,  the  gods  will  all  our  wrongs  requite 

Vengeance  is  their's ;  and  thcir's  to  guard  his 

JEneas  was  our  king,  of  high  renown  ; 

Great,  good,  and  brave ;  and  war  was  all  his  own.  735 

If  ftill  he  lives,  and  breathes  this  vital  air. 

Nor  we,  his  friends  and  fubjeds,  fliall  defpair; 

Nor  you,  great  queen,  repent,  that  you  employ 

Your  kind  compaflion  in  tlie  caufe  of  Troy. 

Befides,  on  high  the  Trojan  enfigns  foar,  740 

And  Trojan  cities  grace  Sicilia's  fhore  ; 

Where  great  Aceftes,  of  the  Dardan  ftrain, 

Deriv'd  from  ancient  Teucer,  holds  his  reign. 

Permit  us,  from  your  woods,  new  planks  and  oars 

To  fell,  and  bring  our  veflels  on  your  fliores  ;         74^ 

That,  if  our  prince  and  friends  return  again. 

With  joy,  from  Latium,  we  may  plough  the  main. 

But  if  thofe  hopes  are  vanifti'd  quite  away. 

If  loft,  and  fwallow'd  in  the  Libyan  fea. 

You  lie,  great  guardian  of  the  Trojan  ftater  750 

And  young  liilus  fliares  his  father's  fate; 

Oh !  let  us  fink  Sicilia's  fliores  again,- 

And  fly  from  hence  to  good  Aceftes'  reign. 

He  fpoke ;  a  loud  afl!ent  ran  murmuring  thro'  the  train 

Thus  then,  in  fliort,  the  gracious  queen  replies,  755 
While  on  the  ground  ftie  fixt  her  modeft  eyes  : 
Trojans,  be  bold ;  againft  my  will,  my  fate, 
A  throne  unfettled,  and  an  infant  ftate. 
Bid  me  defend  my  realms  with  all  my  pow'rs. 
And  guard  with  thefe  feverities  my  Ihores.  760 

Lives 


VIRGIL'S    ^NEID.    BOOK   I.      259 

Lives  there  a  ftranger  to  the  Trojan  name. 

Their  valour,  arms,  and  chiefs  of  mighty  fame  ? 

We  know  the  war  that  fet  the  world  on  fire ; 

Nor  are  fo  void  of  fenfe  the  fons  of  Tyre : 

For  here  his  beams  indulgent  Phoebus  fheds,  765 

And  rolls  his  flaming  chariot  o'er  our  heads. 

Seek  you,  my  friends,  the  bleft  Saturnian  plains. 

Or  fair  Trinacria,  v/here  Acelles  reigns  ? 

With  aids  fnpply'd,  and  furnifli'd  from  my  ftores, 

5afe  will  I  fend  you  from  the  Libyan  ihores.  770 

Or  would  you  ftay  to  raife  this  growing  town? 

Fix  here  your  feat ;  and  Carthage  is  your  own. 

Hafte,  draw  your  fbip.s  to  fhore ;  to  me  the  fame. 

Your  Troy  and  Tyre  fhall  differ  but  in  name. 

And  oh  !  that  great  ^neas  had  been  tofl,  775 

-By  the  fame  florm,  on  the  fame  friendly  coafl ! 

But  I  will  fend,  my  borders  to  explore. 

And  trace  the  windings  of  the  niazy  fhore. 

Perchance,  already  thrown  on  thefe  abodes. 

He  roams  the  towns,  or  wanders  tliro'  the  woods.  780 

Rais'd  in  their  hopes  the  friend  and  hero  flood ; 

And  long'd  to  break,  tranfported,  from  the  cloud. 

Oh  1  goddefs-born  !  cry'd  brave  Achates,  fay. 

What  are  your  thoughts,  and  why  this  long  delay  ? 

All  fafe  you  fee;  your  friends  and  fleet  reflor'd;     785 

One  (whom  we  faw)  the  whirling  gulf  devour'd. 

Lo  !  with  the  refl  your  mother's  words  agree. 

All  but  Orontes  'fcap'd  the  raging  fea. 

Swift  as  he  fpoke,  the  vapours  break  away, 
DifTolve  in  3Bther,  and  refine  to  day.  790 

S  z  Radiant 
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Radiant  in  open  view,  ^neas  flood. 

In  form  and  looks,  majelHc  as  a  god. 

Flufh'd  with  the  bloom  of  youth,  his  features  fliine, 

His  hair  in  ringlets  waves  with  grace  divine. 

The  queen  of  love  the  glance  divine  fupplies,  795 

And  breathes  immortal  fpirit  in  his  eyes. 

Like  Parian  marble  beauteous  to  behold. 

Or  filver's  milder  gleam  in  burniih'd  gold. 

Or  polifh'd  iv'ry,  fhone  the  godlike  man  : 

All  ftood  furpris'd ;  and  thus  the  prince  began.        800 

^neas^  whom  you  feek,  you  here  furvey  ; 
Efcap'd  the  tempeft  of  the  Libyan  fea, 
O  Dido,  gracious  queen,  who  make  alone 
The  woes,  and  caufe,  of  wretched  Troy  you  own ; 
And  fhelter  in  your  walls,  with  pious  care,  805 

Her  fons,  the  relicks  of  the  Grecian  war ; 
Who  all  the  forms  of  mifery  have  bore. 
Storms  on  the  fea,  and  dangers  on  the  fhore ; 
Nor  we,  nor  all  the  Dardan  nation,  hurl'd 
Wide  o'er  the  globe,  and  fcatter'd  round  the  world,  810 
But  the  good  gods,  with  bleflings,  fhall  repay 
Your  bounteous  deeds,  the  gods  and  only  tliey ; 
(If  pious  ads,  -if  juftice  they  regard  ;) 
And  your  clear  confcience  flands  its  own  reward. 
How  bleft  this  age  that  has  fuch  virtue  feen  ?  815 

How  bleft  the  parents  of  fo  great  a  queen  ? 
While  to  the  fea  the  rivers  roll,  and  fhades 
With  awful  pomp  furround  the  mountain  heads ; 
While  ^ther  fnines,  with  golden  planets  grac'd. 
So  long  your  honour,  name,  and  praife  fliall  laft  :  82CJ 
.    .  What- 
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Whatever  realm  my  fortune  has  aflign'd. 
Still  will  I  bear  your  image  in  my  mind. 

This  faid,  the  pious  chief  of  Troy  extends 
His  hands  around,  and  hails  his  joyful  friends : 
His  left  Sergeftus  grafp'd  with  vail  delight,  825 

To  great  Ilioneus  he  gave  the  right. 
Cloanthus,  Gyas,  and  the  Dardan  train. 
All,  in  their  turns,  embrac'd  the  prince  again. 

Charm'd  with  his  prefence.  Dido  gaz'd  him  o'er, 
Admir'd  his  fortune  much,  his  perfon  more.  830 

What  fate,  O  godJsfs-born,  Ihe  faid,  has  toll 
So  brave  a  hero  on  this  barbarous  coail  ? 
Are  you  ^neas,  who  in  Ida's  grove 
Sprung  from  Anchifes  and  the  queen  of  love 
By  Simois'  Ilreams  ?  and  now  I  call  to  mind,  835 

When  Teucer  left  his  native  ihores  behind ; 
The  banifh'd  prince  to  Sidon  came,  to  gain 
Great  Belus'  aid,  to  fix  him  in  his  reign ; 
Then  the  rich  Cyprian  ifle,  my  warlike  fire 
Subdu'd,  and  ravag'd  wide  with  fvvord  and  fire.      840 
From  him  I  learnt  the  Grecian  kings  of  fame. 
The  fall  of  Ilion,  and  your  glorious  name  : 
He  on  your  valour,  though  a  foe,  with  joy 
Would  dwell,  and  proudly  trace  his  birth  from  Troy. 
Come  to  my  palace  then,  my  royal  guell,  845 

And,  with  your  friends,  indulge  the  genial  feaft. 
My  wand'rings  and  my  fate  refembling  yours. 
At  length  I  fettled  on  thefe  Libyan  fhores ; 
And,  touch'd  with  miferies  myfelf  have  known, 
I  view,  with  pity,  woes  fo  like  my  own.  850 

S  3  §hg 
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She  fpoke,  then  leads  him  to  her  proud  abodes. 
Ordains  a  feaft,  and  offerings  to  the  gods. 
T^vice  fifty  bleating  lambs  and  ewes  (he  fends. 
And  twice  ten  bra\vny  oxen  to  his  friends  : 
A  hundred  briftly  boars,  and  monilrous  fwine  ;        85  ? 
With  Bacchus'  gifts,  a  liore  of  generous  wine. 
The  inner  rooms  in  regal  pomp  difplay'd. 
The  fplendcd  feafts  in  ample  halls  are  made ; 
Where,  labour'd  o'er  with  art,  rich  carpets  lie. 
That  glow  refulgent  with  the  purple  dye.  860 

The  boards  are  pil'd  with  plate  of  curious  mould ; 
And  their  forefathers'  deeds,  in  times  of  old, 
Blaz'd  round  the  bowls,  and  charg'd  the  rifing  gold. 

No  more  the  prince  his  eager  hive  fuppreft, 
All  the  fond  parent  ftruggled  in  his  breaft.  865 

He  fends  Achates  to  inform  his  fon. 
And  guide  the  young  Afcanius  to  the  town ; 
(On  his  Afcanius  turn  his  fear  and  joy. 
The  father's  cares  are  centered  in  the  boy ;) 
To  bring  rich  prefents  to  the  queen  of  Tyre,  870 

And  relicks,  refcued  from  the  Trojan  fire. 
A  mantle  wrought  with  faftron  foliage  round ; 
And  a  ftiff  robe  with  golden  figures  crown'd; 
Fair  Helen's  drefs,  when,  fir'd  with  lawlefs  joy. 
She  left  her  native  walls  to  ruin  Troy,  Sj^ 

(Her  mother's  prefent  in  the  bridal  hour ;) 
With  gold  a  fhining  fceptre  ftuJded  o'er. 
That  wont  Ilione's  fair  hand  to  grace. 
The  eldeft  nymph  of  Priam's  beauteous  race  j 

Her 
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Her  necklace,  ftrung  with  pearls  ;  her  crown,  that  glows 
Inftarr'd  with  gems  and  gold  in  double  rows.  881 

To  bring  the  fplendid  gifts  without  delay. 
Swift  to  the  fleet,  Achates  bends  his  way. 

But  beauteous  Venus  in  her  breafl  defign'd 
New  wiles,  and  plann'd  new  counfels  in  her  mind,  885 
That  winged  Cupid  to  the  court  fhould  come 
Like  fweet  Afcanius,  in  Afcanius'  room ; 
With  the  rich  gifts  the  Tyrian  queen  infpire. 
And  kindle  in  her  veins  the  raging  fire. 
Her  dread  of  Juno's  arts,  who  guards  the  place,     890 
Her  juft  fufpicions  of  the  treach'rous  race. 
Break,  each  revolving  night,  her  golden  reft : 
And  thus  the  fuppliant  queen  the  god  addreft. 

Oh  fon  !   my  ftrength  !  fupreme  in  heav'n  above ! 
Whofe  arrows  triumph  o'er  the  bolts  of  Jove  :         895 
To  thee  I  fly,  thy  fuccour  to  implore. 
Court  thy  protedlion,  and  thy  pow'r  adore. 
To  tell  how  Juno's  reftlefs  rage  has  toll 
Your  brother  round  the  feas,  and  ev'ry  coaft. 
Is  but  to  mention  what  too  well  you  know,  900 

Who  figh'd  my  fighs,  and  wept  a  mother's  woe. 
Him,  in  her  own  town,  the  Tyrian  queen  detains. 
With  foft  feducements,  from  the  Latian  plains. 
But  much  I  fear  that  hofpitable  place. 
Where  Juno  reigns  the  guardian  of  the  race:  905 

And  lell  this  fair  occafion  fl^e  improve. 
Know,  I  defign  to  lire  the  queen  with  love ; 
A  love,  beyond  the  cure  of  pow'rs  divine  j 
A  love  as  Ilrong,  and  violent  as  mine. 

S  4  Bm 
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But  liow  the  proud  Phoenician  to  fiurpr'.fe  910 

With  fiich  a  paflion,  hear  what  I  advife. 

The  royal  youth,  Afcanius,  from  the  port, 

Hallcs,  by  his  father's  lummons,  to  the  court; 

With  coftly  prefents  cha:-g'd  he  takes  liis  way, 

Sav'd  from  the  Trojan  flames,  and  ftormy  fea;      915 

But  to  prevent  fufpiclon,  will  I  fleep 

liis  temples  in  the  dews  of  balmy  flcep^. 

Then  to  Cythera's  facred  feats  remove. 

Or  foftly  lay  him  in  th'  Idalian  giove. 

This  one  revolving  night,  thyfelfaboy,  92Q 

W^car  thou  the  features  of  the  youth  of  Troy  ; 

Aiid  when  the  queen,  tranfportcd  with  thy  charms, 

Amidfl:  the  feaft,  fhall  ftrain  thee  in  her  arms. 

The- gentle  poifon  by  degrees  infpire 

Through  all  her  breaft  ;  then  fan  the  rifing  fire,      925 

And  kindle  all  her  foul.     The  mother  faid. 

With  joy  the  god  her  foft  commands  obey'd. 

Afide  his  quiver,  and  his  wings  he  flung. 

And,  like  the  boy  Iiilus,  tript  along. 

Mean  time  the  goddefs  on  Afcanius  throws  930 

A  balmy  flumber  and  a  fweet  repofe ; 
Lull'd  in  her  lap  to  reil,  the  queen  of  love 
Convcy'd  him  to  the  high  Idalian  grove. 
1'here  on  a  flow'ry  bed  her  charge  ihe  laid. 
And,  breathing  round  him,  rofe  the  fragrant  fliade.  935 

Now  Cupid,  pleas'd  his  orders  to  obey. 
Brought  the  rich  g'fts  ;  Achates  led  the  way. 
He  came,  and  found  on  coftly  carpets  fpread 
The  queen  majeilic  midfl  her  golden  bed. 

The 
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The  great  ^neas  and  the  Trojans  he  940 

On  pompous  couches  ftain'd  with  Tyrian  dye  : 

Soft  towels  for  their  hands  th'  attendants  bring. 

And  Hmpid  water  from  the  cryftal  fpring. 

'^I'hey  wa(h;  the  menial  train  the  tables  fpread; 

And  heap  in  gUtt'ring  canifters  the  bread.  245 

To  drefs  the  feaft,  full  fifty  handmaids  join. 

And  burn  rich  incenfe  to  the  pow'rs  divine ; 

A  hundred  boys  and  virgins  ftood  around. 

The  banquet  marlliall'd,  and  the  goblet  crovvn'd. 

To  fill  th'  embroider'd  beds  the  Tyrians  come        gcQ 

Rank  behind  rank ;  and  crowd  the  regal  room. 

The  guclls  the  gorgeous  gifts  and  boy  admire. 

His  voice,  and  looks,  that  glow  with  youthful  fire ; 

The  veil  and  foliage  wond'ring  they  behold. 

And  the  rich  robe  that  flam'd  with  figur'd  gold :     95  j 

Eut  chief  the  queen,  the  boy  and  prefcnts  move. 

The  queen,  already  doom'd  to  fata!  love. 

Infatiate  in  her  joy,  Ihe  fate  amaz'd, 

Gaz'd  on  his  face,  and  kindled  as  fhe  gaz'd. 

Firil,  his  diHembled  father  he  carell,  960 

Hung  round  his  neck,  and  play'd  upon  his  breaftj 

Next  to  the  queen's  embraces  he  withdrew ; 

She  lock'd,  and  fent  her  foul  at  ev'ry  view  : 

Then  took  him  on  her  lap,  devour'd  his  charms ; 

Nor  knew  poor  Dido,  blind  to  future  harms,       965 

Hov,'  great  a  god  ilie  fondled  in  her  arms. 

But  he,  now  mindful  of  his  mother,  Hole 

By  flow  degrees  Sichaeus  from  her  foul ; 

Her 
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Her  foul,  rekindling,  in  her  hufband's  ftead. 

Admits  the  prince  ;  the  living  for  the  dead.  gjo 

Soon  as  the  banquet  paus'd,  to  ralfe  thjir  fouls 
With  fpai.^ling  wine  tliey  crown  the  mafiy  bowls. 
Through  the  wide  hall  the  rolling  echo  bounds. 
The  palace  rings,  the  vaulted  dome  refounds. 
The  blazing  torches,  and  the  lamps  difplay,  ^y^ 

From  golden  roofs,  an  artificial  day. 
Now  Dido  crowns  the  bowl  of  fcate  with  wine. 
The  bowl  of  B.lus,  and  the  regal  line. 
Her  hands  aloft  the  fhining  goblet  hold, 
Pond'rous  with  gems,  and  rough  with  fculptur'd  gold. 980 
When  filence  was  proclaim'd,  the  royal  fair 
Thus  to  the  gods  addreft  her  fervent  pray'r. 

Almighty  Jove  !  who  plead'ft  the  ftranger's  caufe ; 
Great  guardian  god  of  hofpitable  laws  ! 
Oh  !   grant  this  day  to  circle  ftill  with  joy,  985 

Through  late  poflerity,  to  Tyre  and  Troy. 
Be  thou,  O  Bacchus !  god  of  mirth,  a  gueft; 
And  thou,  O  Juno  '.  grace  the  genial  feaft. 
And  you,  my  lords  of  Tyre,  your  fears  remove. 
And  (hew  your  guefts  benevolence  and  ]o\e.  990 

She  faid,  and  on  the  board,  in  open  view. 
The  firft  libation  to  the  godj  fhe  threw : 
Then  fip'd  the  wine,  and  gave  to  Bitias'  hand : 
He  rofe,  obedient  to  tlic  queen's  command  ; 
At  once  the  thirlly  Trojan  fwill'd  the  whole,  995 

Sunk  the  full  gold,  and  drain'd  the  foaming  bowl. 
Then  thro'  the  peers,  with  fparkling  neflar  crown'd, 
1  he  goblet  circles,  and  the  health  goes  round. 

With 
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With  curling  trefles  grac'd,  and  rich  attire, 

lopas  Hands,  and  fweeps  the  golden  lyre ;  1000 

The  truths,  which  ancient  Atlas  taught,  he  fings. 

And  nature's  fecrets,  on  the  founding  ftrings. 

Why  Cynthia  changes ;  why  the  fun  retires. 

Shorn  of  his  radiant  beams,  and  genial  fires ; 

From  what  originals,  and  caufes,  came  looc 

Mankind  and  beafts,  the  rain,  and  riiing  flame  j 

Ar(5lurus,  dreadful  with  his  ftormy  ftar ; 

The  wat'ry  Hyads,  and  the  northern  car ; 

W'hy  funs  in  fummer  the  flow  night  detain. 

And  ruili  fo  fwift  in  winter  to  the  main.  10 10 

With  lliouts  the  Tyrians  praife  the  fong  divine. 

And  in  the  loud  applaufe  the  Trojans  join. 

The  queen,  in  various  talk,  prolongs  the  hours. 

Drinks  deep  of  love,  and  ev'ry  word  devours ; 

This  moment  longs  of  Hetftor  to  enquire,  *<^'S 

The  next  of  Priam,  his  unhappy  Are; 

What  arms  adorn'd  Aurora's  glorious  fon ; 

How  high,  above  his  hofl:s,  Achilles  flione ; 

How  brave  Tydides  thunder'd  on  his  car ; 

How  his  fierce  courfers  fwept  the  ranks  of  war,      I02a 

Nay,  but  at  large,  my  godlike  gueil:,  relate 

The  Grecian  wiles,  flie  faid,  and  Ilion's  fate; 

How  far  your  courfe  around  the  globe  extends. 

And  what  the  woes  and  fortunes  of  your  friends : 

For,  fmce  your  wander'd  every  fliore  and  fea,        1025 

jtjave  fev'n  revolving  fummers  roU'd  away. 

End  of  the  Firft  Book. 
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ARGUMENT. 

-iEneas  relates  how  the  city  of  Troy  was  taken)  after  a 
ten  years  fiege,  by  the  treachery  of  Sinon»  and  the 
ftratagem  of  a  wooden  horfe.  He  declares  the  fixt  re- 
folution  he  had  taken  not  to  furvive  the  ruins  of  his 
country)  and  the  various  adventures  he  met  with  in 
the  defence  of  it :  at  laft,  having  been  before  advifed 
by  Heflor's  ghoft,  and  now  by  the  appearance  of 
his  mother  Venus,  he  is  prevailed  upon  to  leave  the 
town,  and  fettle  his  houfhold  gods  in  another  coun- 
try. In  order  to  this  he  carries  off  his  father  on  his 
Ihoulders,  and  leads  his  little  fon  by  the  hand,  his 
wife  following  him  behind.  When  he  comes  to  the 
place  appointed  for  the  general  rendezvous,  he  finds 
a  great  confluence  of  people,  but  mifles  his  wife, 
V/hofe  ghoft  afterwards  appears  to  him,  and  tells  him 
•the  land  which  was  defigned  for  him. 
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ALL  gaz'd  in  filence,  with  an  eager  look, 
■*^*-  Then  from  the  golden  couch  the  hero  fpoke. 
Ah  mighty  queen  !  you  urge  me  to  difclofe. 
And  feel,  once  more,  unutterable  woes ; 
How  vengeful  Greece  with  vi6tory  was  crown'd,  | 

And  Troy's  fair  empire  humbled  to  the  ground ; 
Thofe  direful  fcenes  I  faw  on  Phrygia's  fhore, 
Thofe  wars  in  which  fo  large  a  part  I  bore. 
The  fiercelt  Argive  would  with  tears  bewail. 
And  Hern  Ulyffes  tremble  at  the  tale  :  jO 

And  lo  !  the  night  precipitates  away  ; 
The  ftars,  grown  dim  before  the  dawning  day. 
Gall  to  repofe  ;  but  fince  you  long  to  know. 
And  curious  lillen  to  the  ftory'd  woe  ; 
Tho'  my  fhock'd  fonl  recoils,  my  tongue  Jhall  tell,    i  tj' 
But  with  a  bleeding  heart,  how  Ilion  fell. 

The  Grecian  kings,   (for  many  a  rolling  year, 
Repell'd  by  fate,  and  harrafs'd  by  the  war ;) 
By  Pallas'  aid,  of  feafon'd  fir  compofe 
A  Heed,  that  tow'ring  like  a  mountain  rofe  :  2Cf 

This  they  pretend  their  common  vow,  to  gain 
A  fafe  return,  and  meafure  back  the  main  : 

Such 
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Such  the  report ;  but  guileful  Argos  hides 

Her  braveft  heroes  in  the  monger's  fides ; 

Deep,  deep  within,  they  throng'd  the  dreadful  gloom,  25 

And  half  a  hoft  lay  ambuHi'd  in  the  womb. 

An  ifle,  in  ancient  times  rcnown'd  by  fame. 
Lies  full  in  view,  and  Tenedos  the  name  ; 
Once  bleft  with  wealth,  while  Priam  held  the  fway, 
But  now  a  broken,  rough,  and  dang'rous  bay  :  30 

Thither  their  unfufpefted  courfe  tliey  bore, 
And  hid  their  hofts  within  the  winding  fhore. 
We  deem'd  tliem  fail'd  for  Greece;  tranfported  Troy 
Forgot  her  woes,  and  gave  a  loofe  to  joy  ; 
Threw  wide  her  gates,  and  pour'd  forth  all  her  trainj 
To  view  th'  abandon'd  camp,  and  empty  plain. 
Here  the  Dolopian  troops  their  llation  held  j 
There  proud  Achilles'  tent  o'erlook'd  the  field; 
Here  rang'd  the  thoufaud  veiTels  flood,  and  there 
In  conflicts  join'd  the  furious  fons  of  war.  40 

Some  view  the  gift  of  Pallas  with  furprife. 
The  fatal  monlter,  and  its  wondrous  fize. 
And  firft  Thymoetes  mov'd  the  crowd  to  lead 
And  lodge  within  the  tower  the  lofty  fleed ; 
Or,  with  defign,  his  country  to  deftroy,  4^ 

Or  fate  determin'd  now  the  fall  of  Troy. 
But  hoary  Capys,  and  the  uife,  require 
To  plunge  the  treacherous  gift  of  Greece  in  fire. 
Or  whelm  the  mighty  monller  in  the  tides. 
Or  bore  the  ribs,  and  fearch  the  cavern'd  fides,         50 
Their  own  wild  will  the  noify  crowds  obey. 
And  vote,  as  partial  fancy  points  the  way } 

Till 
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Till  bold  Laocoon,  with  a  mighty  train. 

From  the  high  tower  rufh'd  furious  to  the  plain ; 

And  fent  his  voice  from  far,  with  rage  infpir'd—      55 

What  madnefs,  Trojans,  has  your  bofoms  fir'd  ? 

Think  you  the  Greeks  are  fail'd  before  the  wind  ? 

Think  you  thefe  prefents  fafc,  they  leave  behind  ? 

And  is  Ulyfles  banilh'd  from  your  mind  ? 

Or  this  prodigious  fabric  muft  inclofe,  60 

Deep  in  its  darkfome  womb,  our  ambufh'd  foes  ; 

Or  'tis  fome  engine,  rais'd  to  batter  down 

The  tow'rs  of  Ilion,  or  command  the  town ; 

Ah  !  trull:  not  Greece,  nor  touch  her  gifts  abhorr'd; 

Her  gifts  are  more  deHruAive  than  her  fword.  65 

Swifc  as  the  word,  Ins  pond'rous  lance  he  threw ; 
Againft  the  fides  the  furious  javelin  flew. 
Through  the  wide  womb  a  fpacious  paflage  found. 
And  fhook  with  long  vibrations  in  the  wound. 
The  moniler  groans,  and  {hakes  the  dillant  Ihore ;    70 
And,round  his  caverns  roll'd,  the  deep'ning  thunders  roar. 
Then,  had  not  partial  Fate  confpir'd  to  blind. 
With  more  than  madnefs,  ev'ry  Trojan  mind. 
The  crowd  the  treach'rous  ambufli  had  explor'd. 
And  not  a  Greek  had  'fcap'd  the  vengeful  fword;     75 
Old  Priam  ftill  his  empire  would  enjoy. 
And  ftill  thy  tow'rs  had  ftood,  majeltic  Troy ! 

Meantime,  before  the  king,  the  Dardan  fwains, 
\\''ith  fhouts  triumphant,  brought  a  youth  in  chains, 
A  willing  captive  to  the  Trojan  hands,  80 

To  open  Ilion  to  die  Grecian  bands ; 

Vol.  LII.  T  *  Bold 
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Bold  and  determin'd  either  fate  to  try ; 

Refolv'd  to  circumvent,  or  fix'd  to  die. 

The  troops  tumultuous  gather  round  the  foe. 

To  fee  the  captive,  and  infult  his  woe.  85 

Now  hear  the  falfhoods  of  the  Grecian  train; 

AW,  all  in  one;  a  nation  in  a  man. 

For  while  confounded  and  difarm'd  he  ftands. 

And  trembling  views  around  the  Phrygian  bands, 

Alas  !  what  hofpitable  land,   (he  cry'd)  go 

Or  oh  !  what  feas  a  wand 'ring  wretch  will  hide  ? 

Not  only  banifh'd  from  the  Grecian  Hate ; 

Bat  Troy,  avenging  Troy,  demands  my  fate. 

His  melting  tears,  and  mo\iug  fighs  control 
Our  rifmg  rage,  and  foften  ev'ry  foul.  95 

We  bid  him  tell  his  race,  and  long  to  know 
The  fate  and  tidings  of  a  capdve  foe. 
At  length,  encourag'd  thus,  the  youth  reply'd. 
And  laid  his  well-diirembled  fears  alide. 

All,  all,  with  truth,  great  monarch,  I  confefs,   100 
And  firft  I  own  my  birch  deriv'd  from  Greece ; 
Wretch  as  he  is,  yet  Sinon  can  defy 
The  frowns  of  fortune,  and  difdains  a  lye. 
You  know,  perchance,  great  Palamedcs'  name. 
Through  many  a  dillant  realm  reno-.vn'd  by  fame;  105 
Condemn'd,  tlio'  guililels,  when  he  mov'd  for  peace, 
Condemn'd  for  treafon  by  the  voice  of  Greece. 
Though  falfe  the  charge,  the  glorious  liero  bled. 
Bat  now  the  Greeks  deplore  the  warrior  dead. 
Me,  yet  a  youth,  my  fidier  fcnt  to  (hare  i  lo 

With  him,  my  kinfman,  in  the  toIL  of  war. 

Lons 
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Long  as  that  hero  llood  lecure  from  fate. 

Long  as  his  counfels  prop'd  the  Grecian  llate, 

Ev'n  1  could  boafl  an  honourable  name. 

And  claim  fome  title  to  a  fliare  of  fame ;  11 5 

But  when  the  prince,  (a  well-known  truth  I  tell) 

By  dire  UlylTes'  arts  and  envy  fell ; 

Soon  as  he  ceas'd  to  breathe  this  vital  air, 

I  drag'd  my  days  in  darknefs  and  defpair. 

And,  if  kind  heav'n  fliou'd  give  me  back  once  more  i  zo 

Safe  and  triumphant  to  my  native  fhore. 

For  innocence  condemn'd,  revenge  I  vow'd. 

Mad  as  I  was,  and  fpoke  my  rage  aloud. 

This  mov'd  Ulyfl'es'  hate,  and  hence  arofs 

My  paft  misfortunes,  and  my  prefent  woes.  125 

Eager  he  fought  the  means,  and  watch'd  the  time 

To  charge  me  too  with  fome  pretended  crime. 

For  confcious  of  his  guilt,  my  death  he  vow'd. 

And  with  dark  hints  amus'd  the  lill'ning  crowd. 

At  length  with  Calchas  he  concerts  the  fcheme—    130 

But  why,  why  d»vell  I  on  this  hateful  theme.'' 

Or  why  detain  you  with  a  tale  of  woe  ? 

Since  you  determine  ev'ry  Greek,  a  foe. 

Stiike,  llrike  ;  th'  Atrides  will  my  death  cnjo\'. 

And  dire  Ulyffes  thank  the  fv/ord  of  Troy.  135; 

Now  blind  to  Grecian  frauds,  we  burn  to  know 
With  fond  deiire  the  caufes  of  his  woe ; 
Who  thua,  flill  trembling  as  he  ftood,  and  pale, 
Purfu'd  the  moving  melancholy  tale. 

Oft'  had  our  holls  determin'd  to  employ  140 

Their  fails  for  Greece,  and  leave  untaken  Troy, 

T  2  Urg'J 
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Uig'd  to  a  fhameful  flight,  from  deep  defpair. 

And  the  long  labours  of  a  ten  years  war. 

And  oh  !  that  they  had  fail'd  I — as  oft'  the  force 

Of  fouthern  winds,  and  terr:pefts  ftop'd  their  courfc.  145 

But  fince  this  fteed  was  rais'd  ;  ftrait,  bellowing  loud. 

Deep  thunders  roar'd,  and  burft  from  every  cloud. 

We  feat  Eurypilus  to  Phoebus'  fhrinc, 

WIio  brought  this  fentence  from  the  voice  divine ; 

When  firll  ye  fail'd  for  Troy,  ye  calm'd  the  main  150 

With  blood,  ye  Grecians,  and  a  virgin  flain ; 

And  ere  you  meafure  back  the  foamy  flood. 

Know,  you  mull  buy  a  fafe  return  with  blood. 

Thefe  avveful  words  to  ev'ry  Greek  impart 

Surprife  and  dread,  and  chill  the  braveft  heart;       155 

To  the  dire  Itroke  each  thought  himfelf  decreed, 

Kimfelf  the  vidlim  that  for  Greece  fhould  bleed. 

UlyfTes  then,  importunate  and  loud, 

Produc'd  fage  Calchas  to  the  trembling  crowd. 

Bade  him  the  fccret  will  of  heav'n  relate 1 60 

And  now  my  friends  could  prophefy  my  fate  ; 

And  bafe  UlyfTes'  wicked  art?,  they  faid. 

Were  levell'd  all  at  ni)'  devoted  head. 

Ten  days  the  prophet  from  tlie  crowd  retir'd. 

Nor  mark'd  die  vidim  that  the  gods  requir'd.  165 

So  long  befieg'd  by  Ithacus  he  Hood, 

And  feem'd  reluftant  to  the  voice  of  blood ; 

At  length  he  fpoke,  and,  as  the  fcheme  was  laid, 

Duom'd  to  the  flaughter  my  predellin'd  head. 

All  prais'd  the  fentence,  and  were  pleas'd  to  fee     170 

The  fate  that  threaten'd  all,  coniin'd  to  me. 

And 
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And  now  tlie  dire  tremendous  day  vvas  come. 

When  all  prepar'd  to  folemnize  my  doom ; 

The  faked  barley  on  my  front  was  fpread. 

The  ficred  fillets  bound  my  deftin'd  head :  175 

I  fled  th'  appointed  flaughter,  J  confefs. 

And,  till  our  troops  fliould  hoift  their  fails  for  Greece, 

Swift  to  a  flimy  lake  I  took  my  flight. 

Lay  wrapt  in  flags,  and  cover'd  by  the  night. 

And  now  thefe  eyes  fliall  view  my  native  fliore,       180 

My  dear,  dear  children,  and  my  fire  no  more ; 

Whom  haply  Greece  to  flaughter  has  decreed. 

And  for  my  fatal  flight  condem'd  to  bleed. 

But  thee,  O  gracious  monarch,  I  implore 

By  ev'ry  god,  by  ev'ry  facred  pcw'r,  185 

Who  confcious  of  the  fafls  my  lips  relate. 

With  truth  infpire  me  to  declare  my  fate ; 

By  all  the  fclem.n  fanftions  that  can  bind 

In  holy  ties  the  faith  of  human  kind; 

Have  mercy,  mercy,  on  a  guiltlefs  foe,  190 

O'erwhelm'd  and  funk  with  fuch  a  wcigb.t  of  woe  ! 

Plis  life  we  ga\'e  him,  ar.d  difpell'd  his  fears, 
Toucli'd  with  his  moving  eloquence  of  tears ; 
And,  melting  firfl:,  the  good  old  king  commands 
To  free  the  captive,  and  to  loofe  his  ha;;ds.  195 

Then  with  foft  accents,  and  a  pleafing  look. 
Mild  and  benevolent  the  monarch  fpoke. 

Henceforth  let  Greece  no  more  thy  thouglits  employ. 
Bat  live  a  fubjeifl  and  a  fon  of  Troy  ; 
Witji  truth  and  ftridl  fincerity  proceed,  zco 

Say,  to  what  end  they  fram'd  this  monilrous  fteed; 

T  3  Vi'ho 
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Who  was  its  author,  what  his  aim,  declare ; 

Some  folemn  vow  ?  or  engine  of  the  war  ? 

Skill'd  in  the  frauds  of  Greece,  the  captive  rears 

His  hands  nnfliackled  to  the  golden  ftars ;  205 

You,  ye  eternal  fplendors  !  he  exclaims. 

And  you  divine  inviolable  flames. 

Ye  fatal  fword^  and  altars,  which  I  fled. 

Ye  wreaths  that  circled  this  devoted  head  ; 

All,  all,  atteft  !   that  juftly  T  releafe  2lo 

My  f.vorn  a'Ugiance  to  the  laws  of  Greece, 

Renounce  my  country,  hate  her  fons,  and  lay 

Their  inmoft  counfels  open  to  the  day. 

And  thou,  O  Troy,  by  Sinon  fnatch'd  from  fate. 

Spare,  fpare  the  wretch,  who  faves  the  Phrygian  ilate. 

Greece  on  Minerva's  aid  relv'd  alone,  216 

Since  firft  the  labours  of  the  war  begun, 

But  from  that  execrable  point  of  time, 

When  Ithacus,  the  firft  in  ev'ry  crime, 

V/ith  Tideus'  impious  fon,  the  guards  had  flain,      220 

And  brought  her  image  from  the  Phrygi  n,  fane, 

Diilain'd  her  facred  wreaths  with  murderous  hands. 

Still  red  and  reeking  from  the  flaughter'd  bands ; 

Then  ceas'd  the  triumphs  of  the  Grecian  train, 

^^nd  their  full  tide  of  conquefl:  funk  again;  225 

Their  ftrength  decay "d,  and  many  a  dreadful  fign 

To  trembling  Greece  proclaim'd  the  wrath  divine. 

Scarce  to  the  camp  the  facred  image  came. 

When  from  her  eyes  ihe  fiafli'd  a  living  flame ; 

A  briay  fweat  bedevv'd  her  limbs  around,  230 

And  thrice  flic  fprung  i.dignant  from  the  ground; 

Thrice 
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Thrice  was  fhe  feen  with  martial  rage  to  wield 

Her  pond'rous  fpear,  and  fhake  her  blazing  fhield. 

With  that,  fage  Calchas  mov'd  the  trembling  train 

To  fly,  and  meafare  back  the  deeps  again;  235 

That  'twas  not  giv'n  our  armies  to  dellroy 

The  Phrygian  empire,  and  the  tovv'rs  of  Troy, 

Till  they  ihould  bring  frcm  Greece  thofe  favouring  godo. 

Who  fmil'd  indulgent,  when  they  plough'd  the  floods ; 

With  more  aufpicious  figns  repafs  the  main,  240 

And  with  new  omens  take  the  field  again. 

Now  to  their  native  country  tliey  repair. 

With  gath.er'd  forces  to  renew  the  Vvar ; 

The  fcheme  of  Calchas  !  but  their  vanifli'd  hoft 

^Vi]I  fcon  return  to  vvafle  the  Phrygian  coall.  245 

All  Greece,  atoning  dire  Ulyfles'  deed. 

To  Pallas'  honour  rais'd  th's  wond'rous  fteed ; 

But  Calchas  order'd  this  enormous  fize. 

This  monftrous  bulk,  that  heaves  into  the  ikies. 

Left  Troy  fhould  lead  it  tiirough  her  opening  gate,  250 

And  by  this  new  palladium  guard  her  ftate. 

P'or  oh  !  ye  Phrygians,  had  your  rage  profan'd 

This  gift  of  Pallas  with  an  impious  hand. 

Some  Fate  (which  all  ye  pow'rs  immortal  (hed 

With  all  your  vengeance  on  its  author's  head  !)        255 

In  one  prodigious  ruin  would  dellroy 

Thy  empire,  Priam,  and  the  fons  of  Troy. 

But  would  you  join  within  your  walls  to  lead 

This  pledge  of  heav'n,  this  tutelary  fteed ; 

Then,  v/ith  her  hofts,  all  Afia  fhall  repair,  260 

And  pour  on  Pdop's  walls  a  ftorni  of  war; 

T  4  Then 
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Then  Greece  fha!l  bleed,  and  perifh  in  her  turn ; 
Her  faturc  fons ;  her  nations  yet  unborn. 

Thus  did  the  purjurd  Sinon's  art  prevail ; 
Too  fondly  we  bcliev'd  the  ftudy'd  tale;  265 

And  thus  was  Troy,  who  bravely  could  fuflain 
Achilles'  fary,  when  he  Avcpt  the  plain, 
A  thoufand  veirels,  and  a  ten  years  war. 
Won  by  a  figh,  and  vanquifh'd  by  a  tear. 

Here  a  more  dreadful  objedl  role  to  fight,  270 

And  fhook  our  fouls  with  horror  and  affright. 
Unbleil  Laocoon,  whom  the  lots  defign 
Friell  of  tlie  year,  at  Neptune's  holy  flirine 
Slew  on  the  fands,  befide  the  rolling  flood, 
A  ftately  fteer,  in  honour  of  the  god.  -5 

When,  horrid  to  relate  1  two  fu'rpents  glide 
And  roll  incumbent  on  the  glady  tide, 
Advancing  to  the  Ihore ;  tlieir  fpires  they.* 
Fold  above  fold,  in  many  a  tow'ring  maze. 
Eeneath  their  burnifh'd  breafts  the  waters  glow,      280 
Their  crimfon  crcfts  inflame  the  deeps  below; 
O'er  the  vail  flood  extended  long  and  wide. 
Their  curling  backs  lay  floating  on  the  tide; 
Lafli'd  to  a  foam  the  boiling  billows  roar. 
And  now  the  drcadfal  monfters  rcach'd  the  fliore ;  285 
Their  hifiing  tongues  they  darted,  as  they  came. 
And  their  red  eye-balls  fiiot  a  fanguine  flame. 
Pale  at  the  fight,  v/e  fled  in  dire  difmay ; 
Strait  to  Laocoon  they  dire£l  their  v/ay  ; 
And  firft  in  curling  fiery  volumes  bound  290 

Jlis  tv,'o  young  fons,  and  wrapt  them  round  and  round, 

De- 


VIRGIL'S    yXNE  ID.    BOOKII.      a8x 

Devour'd  the  children  in  the  father's  view ; 
Then  on  the  ir.ilerablc  father  flew. 
While  to  their  dd  lie  runs  with  frultlefs  hafte ; 
And  all  the  man  in  horrid  folds  embrac'd :  295 

Twice  round  his  wailt,  and  round  liis  neck  they  rear 
Their  winding  heads,  and  hifs  aloft  in  air. 
His  facred  wreaths  the  livid  poifons  ftain. 
And,  while  he  labours  at  the  knots  in  vain. 
Stung  to  the  foul,  he  bellows  with  the  pain.         300 
So,  when  the  axe  has  glanc'd  upon  his  fkull. 
Breaks  from  the  fhrine,  and  roars  the  wounded  bull. 
But  each  huge  ferpent  now  retires  again. 
And  flies  for  ftielter  to  Minerva's  fane ; 
Her  buckler's  orb  the  goddefs  wide  difplay'd,  30c 

And  fcreen'd  her  moniters  in  the  dreadful  fhr:de. 
Then,  a  new  fear  the  trembling  crowd  poflefi, 
A  holy  horror  pants  in  every  breaft ; 
All  judge  Laocoon  juftly  dcom'd  to  bleed, 
Whofs  guilty  fpear  profan'd  the  facred  flieed.  310 

We  vote  to  lead  him  to  Minerva's  tovv'r. 
And  fupplicate,  with  vows,  th'  oiiended  pow'r ; 
All  to  the  fatal  labour  bend  their  care. 
Level  the  walls,  and  lay  the  bulwarks  bare ; 
Some  round  the  lofty  neck  the  cables  tye,  315 

Some  to  the  feet  the  rolling  wheels  apply ; 
The  tow'ring  monfler,  big  with  Ilion's  doom,. 
Mounts  o'er  the  wall ;  an  army  in  the  v/omb  ; 
Around  the  moving  pile  the  children  join 
In  fliouts  of  tranfpcrt,  and  in  fongs  divine;  320 

They 
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They  run,  they  pull  the  ftretching  cords  with  joy. 

And  lend  their  little  hands  to  ruin  Troy  ! 

In  one  loud  peal  th'  enormous  horfe  rolls  down. 

And  thund'ring  gains  the  center  of  the  town. 

Oh  Troy,  renown'd  in  war  !  oh  bright  abodes !      325 

Oh  glorious  Troy  !  the  labour  of  the  gods ! 

Thrice  ftop'd  unmov'd  the  moniter  in  the  gate. 

And  clafhing  arms  thrice  wam'd  us  of  our  fate ; 

But  we,  by  madnefs  blinded  and  o'ercome. 

Lodge  the  dire  monller  in  the  facred  djme.  330 

CaiTandra  too,  infpir'd,  our  fite  declares 

(So  Phcebus  doom'd)  to  unregarding  ear- ; 

We,  thonghtlefs  wretches !   deck  the  (brines,  and  walle 

In  fports  the  day,  which  heav'n  decreed  our  laft. 

Now  had  the  fun  roli'd  down  the  beamy  light,     335 
And  frcm  the  caves  of  ocean  rufli'd  the  night ; 
With  one  black  veil  her  fpreading  fliades  fupprcfs 
The  face  of  nature,  and  the  frauds  of  Greece. 
The  Trojans  round  their  walls  in  filence  lay. 
And  loll  in  fleep  the  labours  of  the  day.  340 

When  lo  !  their  courfe  the  Grecian  navy  bore, 
New-rigg'd  and  arm'd,and  reach'd  the  well-known  fliore. 
By  freiit  Cynthia's  friendly  beams  convey'd; 
And  the  proud  admiral  a  fiame  difplay'd. 
Then  Sinon,  favoiu'd  by  the  partial  gods,  345 

Unlocks  the  mighty  monger's  dark  abodes ; 
His  peopled  caves  pour  forth  in  open  air 
The  heroes,  and  the  whole  imprifon'd  war. 
Led  bv  the  guiding  cord,  alight  with  joy 
Th'  impatient  p.ince.",  in  the  midil  of 'i'roy  ;  350 

Mi^cha, 
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Michaon  firft,  then  great  Achilles'  heir, 

Ulyfies,  Thoas,  Acamas,  appear; 

A  crowd  of  chiefs  with  Menelaus  fucceed ; 

Epeiis  laft,  who  fram'd  the  fraudful  ftecd. 

Strait  they  invade  the  city,  bury'd  deep  355 

In  fumes  of  wine,  and  a!l  difl'olv'd  in  fleep; 

Thev  flav  the  guards,  they  bu'll  the  gates,  and  join 

Their  fellows,  confcious  to  the  bo'd  defign. 

'Twas  now  the  time  uhen  firft  kind  heav'n  bcilows 
On  wretched  man  the  bleflinps  of  rep<^fe  ;  360 

When,  in  mv  llambers,  Fkdor  feeni'd  to  rife 
A  mournful  vinon  !   to  my  clofm^  eyes. 
Such  he  appear'd,  as  when  Achilles'  car 
And  fiery  courfers  wliirl'd  him  throu'gh  the  war  ; 
Drawn  thro'  his  fwelling  feet  the  thongs  I  view'd,  36 j 
His  beauteous  body  black  with  duft  and  blocd. 
Ye  gods !  how  chang'd  from  Hei^or  !   who  with  joy 
Recurn'd  in  prcud  Achilles'  fpoils  to  Troy; 
Flung  at  the  fh'ps,  like  lieav'n's  almighty  fire, 
jFIamcs  after  flames,  and  wrapt  a  fleet  in  fire.  370 

Now  gafh'd  with  wounds  that  for  his  Troy  he  bore. 
His  beard  and  locks  flood  ffiffen'd  with  his  gore. 
With  tears  and  mournful  accents  I  began. 
And  thus  befpoke  the  viiionary  man  ! 

Say,  glorious  prince,  thycountry'j  hope  and  joy,  37; 
V/hat  caufe  lb  long  detains  thee  from  thy  Troy? 
Say,  from  what  realms,  fo  long  defir'd  in  vain. 
Her  Heeler  comes,  to  blefs  her  eyes  again  ? 
After  fuch  numbers  flain,  fuch  labours  pafl. 
Thus  is  our  prince  !  ah  !  thus  returu'd  at  lail  ?         330 
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Why  dream  thefe  wounds  ?  or  who  could  tims  difgrace 
The  manly  charms  of  tliat  maj'jftic  face  ? 

Nought  to  thefe  qucftions  vam  the  fhade  replies. 
But  from  his  bofom  draws  a  length  of  fighs ; 
Fly,  fly,  oh!  fly  the  gathering  flames;  the  walls  385 
Are  won  by  Greece,  and  glorious  Ilion  falls ; 
Enough  to  Priam  and  to  Troy  before 
Was  paid ;  then  Itrive  with  dtltiny  no  more  ; 
Could  any  mortal  hand  prevent  our  fate. 
This  hand,  and  this  alone,  had  fav'd  the  Hate.        390 
Troy  to  thy  care  commends  her  wand'ring  gods  ; 
With  thefe  purfue  thy  fortunes  o'er  the  floods 
To  that  proud  city,  thou  fnalt  raife  at  lafl, 
Return'd  from  wand'ring  wide  the  wat'ry  wafi;e. 
This  r?.id,  he  brought  from  Vefla's  hallow'd  quire  395 
The  facred  wreaths,  and  everlafliiig  fire. 

Meantime  tumultuous  round  the  walls  arife 
Shrieks,  clamours,  fnouts,  and  mingle  in  the  fkies. 
And  (though  remote  my  fither's  palace  fl:ood. 
With  fliades  furrounded,  and  a  gloomy  wood)         /|oo 
Near,  and  more  near,  approach  the  dire  alarms  j 
The  voice  of  woe  ;  the  dreadful  din  of  arms. 
Rous'd  at  the  deaf'ning  peal  that  roars  around, 
I  mount  the  dome,  ard  liflcn  to  the  found. 
Thus  o'er  the  corn,  whJe  furious  winds  confpire,    ^05  . 
Rolls  on  a  wide-devouring  blaze  of  fire  ; 
Or  fome  big  torrent,  from  a  mountain's  brow, 
Bnrfts,  pours,  and  thunders  down  the  vale  below, 
0"erv.helms  the  fields,  lays  wafl:e  the  golden  grain. 
And  headl<.>ng  fv/ceps  the  forells  to  tlic  main  ;         410 

Stim'd 
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Stun'd  at  the  din,  the  fvvain  with  lift'ning  ears 
From  fome  Iteep  reck  the  founding  ruin  hears. 

Now  Hedor's  warning  prov'd  too  clear  and  true. 
The  wiles  of"  Greece  appear'd  in  open  view  ; 
The  roaring  flames  in  volumes  huge  afpire,  41c 

And  wrap  thy  dome,  Delphobui,  in  fire; 
Thine,  fage  Ucalegon,  next  flrow'd  the  ground. 
And  flretch'd  a  vaft  unmeafur'd  ruin  round, 
^Vide  o'er  the  waves  the  bright  refledlion  plays; 
The  furges  redden  with  the  diftant  blaze.  429 

Then  fhouts  and  trumpets  fweli  the  dire  alarms ; 
And,  though  'twas  vain,  I  madly  flew  to  arms : 
Eager  to  raife  a  band  of  friends,  and  pour 
In  one  firm  body,  to  defend  the  tow'r ; 
Rage  and  revenge  my  kindling  bofom  fire,  425 

Warm,  and  in  arms,  to  conquer  or  expire. 
But  lo  I   poor  Pantheuj,  Phcebus'  priefl  appears, 
Jull:  fcap'd  the  foe,  diitrafted  with  his  fears. 
The  fage  his  vanquifh'd  gods  and  relicks  bore. 
And  with  his  trembling  grandlbn  fought  the  ftiore.  430 

Say,  Pantheus,  how  the  fate  of  Ilion  flands  ? 
Say,  if  a  tow'r  remains  in  Trcjan  hands  ? 
Me  thus  with  groans;— Our  lail  fad  hour  is  come. 
Our  certain,  fixt,  inevitable  doom. 
Troy  once  was  great,  but  oh  !  the  fcene  is  o'er,     435 
Her  glory  vanifli'd  !  and  her  name  no  more  ! 
For  partial  Jove  transfers  her  pall  renown 
To  Greece,  who  triumphs  in  her  burning  town  ; 
And  the  huge  monger  from  his  op'ning  fide 
Pours  forth  her  warriors  in  an  endlefs  tide;  440 

With 
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With  joy  proud  Sinon  fees  the  flames  afpire. 
Heaps  blaze  on  blaze,  and  nuugles  fire  with  fire  5 
Here  thouiands  pouring  through  the  gates  appear. 
Far  more  than  proud  Mycena;  lent  to  war. 
Some  leize  the  pall'es  ;  groves  of  fpears  arife,  44.5 

That  tnirll  for  blood,  and  flaih  againlt  the  iTcies. 
The  guards  but  jull  maintain  a  feeble  tight 
With  their  fierce  foes,  amidll  the  gloomy  night. 

Wliile  Pantheus'  words,  while  ev'ry  god  infpires, 
1  fiew  to  arms  ;  and  rufn'd  amidll  the  fires,  450 

Where  the  loud  Fujies  call,  where  fhouts  and  cries 
king  round  the  walls,  and  thunder  in  the  fkies. 
Now  faithful  Ripheus  on  my  fide  appears. 
With  hoary  Jphitus,  advanc'd  in  years ; 
And  valiant  Hypazis  and  Dymas,  known  4c  r 

iBy  the  pale  fplendors  of  the  glimm'ring  moon  ; 
Wit'i  the.e  Chorcebus,  Tvlygdon's  generous  boy. 
Who  came,  ill-fated,  to  the  wars  of  Troy  j 
I'ir'd  with  the  fair  Caflandra's  blooming  charms, 
To  aid  her  fire  with  unavailing  arms  ;  460 

Ah  !   brave  unhappy  youth  I  -  he  would  not  hears 
His  bride  infpir'd,  who  warn'd  him  from  the  war  ! 
Thefe  when  I  faw,  with  fierce  colleiled  might. 
Breathing  revenge,  and  crowding  to  the  fight ; 
With  warmth  I  thus  addrefs'd  the  gen'rous  train :    465 
Ye  bold,  brave  youths,  but  bold  and  brave  in  vain ! 
If  by  your  dauntlefs  fouls  impell'd,  you  dare 
Wiih  nie  to  try  th'  extremities  of  war  ; 
You  fee  our  hopelefs  Hate  ;  how  every  god. 
Who  guarded  Troy,  has  left  his  old  abode ;  470 

You 
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You  aid  a  town  already  funk  in  fire  ; 

Fly,  fly  to  arms,  and  glorioufly  expire  ; 

Let  all  lufh  on,  and,  vanquifli'd  as  we  are. 

Catch  one  lull  beam  of  fafety  from  defpair. 

I'hiis  while  my  words  inflame  the  lilVning  crew.      475 

With  rage  redoubled  to  the  fight  they  flew 

As  hungry  wolves,  while  clouds  involve  the  day, 

Rurti  from  their  dens ;  and,  prowling  wide  for  prey. 

Howl  to  the  tempell,  while  the  favage  brood, 

Stretch'd  in  the  cavern,  pant  and  thirft  for  blood;  480 

So  through  the  town,  determin'd  to  expire. 

Through  tlie  thick  llorm  of  darts,  and  fmoke  and  fire. 

Wrapt  and  furrounded  with  the  Ihades  of  night, 

\^'e  rufli'd  to  certain  death,  and  mingled  in  the  fight. 

What  tongue  the  dreadful  flaughter  could  difclcfe  ?  485 
Or  oh  !   what  tears  could  anfwer  half  our  woes  ? 
The  glorious  emprefs  of  the  nations  round, 
Majc'rtic  Troy,  lay  level'd  with  the  ground ; 
Her  murder'd  natives  crowded  her  abodes. 
Her  Itreetf,  her  domes,  the  temples  of  her  gods.    450 
Nor  Ilion  bled  alone  :  her  turn  fucceeds ; 
And  then  flie  conquers,  and  proud  Argos  bleeds ; 
Death  in  a  thouiand  forms  dellruclive  frown'd. 
And  woe,  defpair,  and  horror  rag'd  ai-ound. 

And  firll  Androgeos,  whom  a  train  attends,        495 
With  ftile  famiHar  hail'd  us  as  his  friends ; 
Hafte,  brave  aflx)ciates,  hafte ;  what  dull  delay 
Detains  you  here,  while  others  feize  the  prey  ? 
In  flame-,  your  friends  have  laid  all  Ilion  wallc. 
And  you  come  lagging  from  your  fliips  the  laft.       5C0 

Thus 
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Thus  he ;  but  foon  from  our  reply  he  knows 
His  fatal  error,  compafs'd  round  with  foes ; 
Reftrains  his  tongue,  and,  meditating  flight. 
Stops  fliort ;— and  ftartles  at  the  dreadful  fight. 
So  the  pale  fwain,  who  treads  upon  a  fnake  505 

Uni'een,  and  lurking  in  the  gloomy  brake. 
Soon  as  his  fwclling  fpires  in  circles  play. 
Starts  back,  and  fhoots  precipitate  away. 
Fierce  we  rufh  in,  the  heedlcfs  foes  furround. 
And  lay  the  wretches  breathlcfs  on  the  ground :       510 
New  to  the  place,  with  fudden  terror  wild  ; 
And  thus  at  iirfl:  our  flatt'ring  fortune  fmil'd. 
Then,  by  his  courage  and  fuccefs  infpir'd. 
His  warlike  tr£un  the  brave  Chorcebus  fir'd ; 
Lo  !  friends,  the  road  of  fafety  you  furvey ;  J15 

Come,  follow  fortune,  where  fhe  points  the  way ; 
Let  each  in  Argive  arms  his  limbs  difguife. 
And  wield  the  bucklers,  that  the  foe  fupplies ; 
For  if  fuccefs  an  enemy  attends. 

Who  alks,  if  fraud  or  valour  gain'd  his  ends  ?  520 

This  faid,  Androgcos'  crefled  helm  he  wore ; 
Then,  on  his  arm,  the  ponderous  buckler  bore 
With  beauteous  figures  grac'd,  and  warlike  pride; 
The  Harry  fword  hung  giitt'ring  at  his  fide. 
Like  him,  bold  Ripheus,  Dymas,  and  the  rell,      525 
Their  manly  limbs  in  hoftile  armour  drell. 
With  gods  averfe,  we  follow  to  the  fight. 
And,  undiftinguifh'd  in  the  fliades  of  night. 
Mix  with  the  foes,  employ  the  murdering  fteel. 
And  plunge  whole  fquadrons  to  the  depths  of  hell.  530 

Some 
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Some,  wild  with  fear,  precipitate  retreat. 
Fly  to  the  fhore,  and  fhelter  in  the  fleet ; 
Some  climb  the  monftrous  horfe,  a  frighted  train. 
And  there  lie  trembling  in  the  fides  again. 
But,  heav'n  againfl  us,  all  attempts  muft  fail,         535 
All  hopes  are  vain,  nor  courage  can  prevail ; 
For  lo  !  Caffandra,  lo  !  the  royal  fair 
From  Pallas'  ihrine  with  loofe  difhevel'd  hair 
Dragg'd  by  the  fhouting  viftors;-— to  the  fkies 
She  rais'd,  but  rais'd  in  vain,  her  glowing  eyes ;     54.0 
Her  eyes-— file  could  no  more---the  Grecian  bands 
Had  rudely  manacled  her  tender  hands ; 
Choroebus  could  not  bear  that  fcene  of  vv'oes. 
But,  fir'd  with  fury,  flew  amidfl  the  foes ; 
As  fwift  we  follow  to  redeem  the  fair,  545 

Rufh  to  his  aid,  and  thicken  to  the  war. 
Here  from  the  temple  on  our  troop  defcends 
A  florm  of  javelins  from  our  Trojan  friends. 
Who  from  our  arms  and  helmets  deem'd  us  foes ; 
And  hence  a  dreadful  fcence  of  flaughter  rofe.         550 
Then  all  the  Greeks  our  flender  band  invade. 
And  pour  enrag'd  to  feize  the  refcu'd  maid ; 
Ajax  with  all  the  bold  Dolopians  came. 
And  both  the  kings  of  Atreus'  royal  name. 
So  when  the  winds  in  airy  conftid  rife,  5-5 

Here  fouth  and  welt  cliarge  dreadful  in  the  ikies; 
There  louder  Eurus,  to  the  battle  borne, 
?v4ounts  the  fwift  courfers  of  the  purple  morn ; 
Beneath  the  whirlwind  roar  the  bending  woods ; 
With  his  huge  trident  Neptune  ftrikes  the  floods :    560 
Vol.  lit.  U  Foams, 
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Foams,  ftorms,  and  tempering  the  deeps  around. 
Bares  the  broad  bofom  of  the  dark  profound. 
Thofe  too,  we  chas'd  by  nighty  a  fcatter'd  train. 
Now  boldly  rally,  and  appear  again. 
To  them  our  Argive  helms  and  arms  are  known,    565 
Our  voice  and  language  diff'ring  from  their  own. 
We  yield  to  numbers.     By  Peneleus'  fteel 
Firft  at  Minerva's  fhrine  Choroebus  fell. 
Next  Ripheus  bled,  the  jufteft  far  of  all 
The  fons  of  Troy  ;  yet  heav'n  permits  his  fall.        570 
The  like  fad  fate  brave  Hypanis  attends. 
And  haplefs  Dymas,  flaughter'd  by  their  friends. 
Nor  thee,  fage  Pantheus !  Phcsbus'  wreaths  could  fave. 
Nor  all  thy  fhining  virtues  from  the  grave. 
Ye  dear,  dear  ruins !  and  thou,  Troy!  declare      575; 
If  once  I  trembled  or  declin'd  the  war  : 
Midfl:  flames  and  foes  a  glorious  death  I  fought. 
And  well  deferv'd  the  death  for  which  I  fought. 
Thence  we  retreat,  our  brave  aflbciates  gone, 
Pelias  and  Iphitus  were  left  alone;  580 

This  flow  with  age  and  bending  to  the  ground> 
And  that  more  tardy  from  Ulyfles'  wound. 
Now  from  the  palace-walls  tumultuous  ring 
The  ftiouts,  and  call  us  to  defend  tlie  king  ; 
There  we  beheld  the  rage  of  fight,  and  there  585 

The  throne  of  death,  and  center  of  the  war  ; 
As  Troy,  all  Troy  beflde  had  flept  in  peace. 
Nor  ftain'd  by  flaughter,  nor  alarm'd  by  Greece. 
Shield  lock'd  in  fliield,  advance  the  Grecian  pow'rs. 
To  burft  the  gates/  and  florm  the  regal  tow'rs ;      590 

Flv 
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Fly  up  the  fteep  aicent  where  danger  calls. 
And  fix  their  fcaling  engines  in  the  walls. 
High  in  the  left  they  grafp'd  the  fenceful  Ihield, 
Fierce  in  the  right  the  rocky  ramparts  held  ; 
Roofs,  tow'rs,  and  battlements  the  Trojans  throw,  595 
A  pile  of  ruins  !  on  the  Greeks  below ; 
Catch  for  defence  the  weapons  of  defpair. 
In  thefe  the  dire  extremes  of  death  and  war. 
Now  on  their  heads  the  pond'rous  beams  are  roli'd. 
By  Troy's  firft  monarchs  criifted  round  with  gold.  600 
Here  thronging  troops  with  glitt'ring  fau'chions  llandj 
To  guard  the  portals,  and  the  door  command. 
Strait  to  the  palace,  fir'd  with  hopes,  I  go 
To  aid  the  vanquifh'd,  and  repel  the  foe. 
A  fecret  portico  contriv'd  behind,  605 

Great  Heftor's  manlion  to  the  palace  join'd. 
By  which  his  haplefs  princefs  oft  would  bring 
Her  royal  infant  to  the  good  old  king. 
This  way  the  topmoll  battlements  I  gain. 
Whence  the  tir'd  Trojans  threw  tlieir  darts  in  vain.  610 
Rais'd  on  a  lofty  point,  a  turret  rears 
Her  ftateiy  head  unrival'd  to  the  ftars ; 
From  hence  we  wont  all  Ilion  to  furvey. 
The  fields,  the  camp,  the  fleets,  and  rolling  fea. 
With  fteel  the  yielding  timbers  we  affail'd.  6 1 5 

Where  loofe  the  huge  disjointed  frufture  fail'd  ; 
'Fhen,  tugg'd  convulfive  from  the  fhatter'd  walls. 
We  pufh  the  pUe  :  the  pond'rous  ruin  falls 
Tumbling  in  many  a  whirl,  with  thund'ring  found, 
Down  headlong  on  the  foes,  andfrnokcs  along  the  ground. 
U  2  But 
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But  crowds  on  crowds  the  bury'd  troops  fupply ;      621 
And  in  a  ftorm  the  beams  and  rocky  fragments  fly. 

Full  in  the  portal  rag'd  with  loud  alarms 
Brave  Pyrrhus,  glitt'ring  in  his  brazen  arms. 
So  from  his  den,  the  winter  flept  away,  625 

Shoots  forth  the  burnilh'd  fnake  in  open  day ; 
Who,  fed  with  ev'ry  poifon  of  the  plain. 
Sheds  his  old  fpoils,  and  fhines  in  youth  again; 
Proud  of  his  golden  fcalei  rolls  tow'ring  on. 
And  darts  his  forkyfting,  and  glitters  on  the  fun.   630 

To  him  the  mighty  Periphas  fucceeds. 
And  the  bold  *  chief  who  drove  his  father's  Heeds ; 
With  thefe  the  Scyrian  bands  advance,  and  aim 
Full  at  the  battlements  the  miffive  flame. 
Fierce  Pyrrhus  in  the  front  with  forceful  fway         635 
Ply'd  the  huge  axe,  and  hew'd  the  beams  away  ; 
The  folid  timbers  from  the  portal  tore. 
And  rent  from  ev'y  hinge  the  brazen  door. 
At  laft  the  chief  a  mighty  op'ning  made. 
And,  all  th'  imperial  dome,  in  all  her  length  difplay'd  : 
The  facred  rooms  of  Troy's  firft  monarchs  lie,        641 
W'ith  Priam's  pomp,  profan'd  by  every  eye; 
In  arms  the  Gentries  to  the  breach  repair. 
And  ftand  embody'd,  to  repel  the  war. 

Now  far  within,  the  regal  rooms  difclofe,  645 

Loud  and  more  loud,  a  direful  fcene  of  woes  ; 
The  roof  refounds  with  female  flirieks  and  cries. 
And  the  fhrill  echo  llrikes  tlie  diftant  fkics. 

*  Automedon, 

The 
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The  trembling  matrons  fly  from  place  to  place. 

And  kifs  the  pillars  with  a  lall  embrace  ;  650 

JBoId  Pyrrhus  ftorms  with  all  his  father's  fire  ; 

The  barrier's  burft ;  the  vanquilh'd  guards  retire  ; 

The  fhatter'd  doors  the  thund'ring  engines  ply  ; 

The  bolts  leap  back  ;  the  founding  hinges  fly ; 

The  war  breaks  in  j  loud  fliouts  the  hoftile  train  ;    655 

The  gates  are  ftorm'd  ;  the  foremoft  foldiers  flain : 

Through  the  wide  courts  the  crowding  Argives  roam. 

And  fwarm  triumphant  round  the  regal  dome. 

Not  half  fo  fierce  the  foamy  deluge  bounds. 

And  burfts  refiftlefs  o'er  the  level'd  mounds ;  660 

Pours  down  the  vale,  and  roaring  o'er  the  plain. 

Sweeps  herds,  and  hinds,  and  houfes  to  the  main. 

Thefe  eyes  within  the  gate  th'  Atrides  view'd. 
And  furious  Pyrrhus  cover'd  o'er  with  blood  ; 
Sad  they  beheld,  amid  the  mournful  fcene,  66^ 

The  hundred  daughters  with  the  mother  queen. 
And  Priam's  felf  polluting  with  his  gore 
Thofe  flames,  he  hallow'd  at  the  fhrines  before. 
The  fifty  bridal  rooms,  a  work  divine  ! 
(Such  were  his  hopes  of  a  long  regal  line)  670 

Rich  in  Barbaric  gold,  with  trophies  crown'd. 
Sunk  with  their  proud  fupport  of  pillars  round  ; 
And,where  the  flames  retire.the  foes  pofl*efs  the  ground . 

And  novv,  great  queen,  you  haply  long  to  know 
The  fate  of  Priam  in  this  general  woe.  675 

When  with  fad  eyes  the  venerable  fire 
Beheld  his  Ilion  funk  in  hoftile  fire  5 

U  3  His 
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His  palace  ftorm'd,  the  lofty  gates  laid  low. 

His  rich  pavillions  crowded  with  the  foe  ; 

In  arms,  long  fince  difus'd,  the  hoary  fage  68o 

Loads  each  flifF  languid  limb,  that  fhook  with  age ; 

Girds  on  an  unperforming  fword  in  vain. 

And  runs  on  death  amidft  the  hollile  train. 

Within  the  courts,  beneath  the  naked  iky. 

An  altar  rofe  ;  an  aged  laurel  by  ;  685 

That  o'er  the  hearth  and  houfliold-gods  difplay'd 

A  folemn  gloom,  a  deep  majeftic  fhade : 

Hither,  like  doves,  who  clofe-embody'd  fly 

From  fome  dark  tempefl  black'ning  in  the  iky. 

The  queen  for  refuge  with  her  daughters  ran,         690 

Clung  and  embrac'd  their  images  in  vain. 

But  when  in  cumbrous  arms  the  king  Ihe  fpy'd, 

Alas  1  my  poor  unhappy  lord  ?  ihe  cry'd. 

What  more  than  madnefs,  'midft  thefedire  alarms, 

Mov'd  thee  to  load  thy  helplefs  age  with  arms  ?      695 

No  aid  like  thine  this  dreadful  hour  demands. 

But  aiks  far  other  ilrength,  far  other  hands. 

No  !  could  my  own  dear  Heftor  arm  again. 

My  own  dear  Heiflor  now  WT)uld  arm  in  vain. 

Come  to  thefe  altars ;  here  we  all  ihall  have  700 

One  ccnmon  refuge,  or  one  common  grave. 

This  iaid,  her  aged  lord  the  queen  embrac'd. 

And  on  the  facred  feat  the  monarch  plac'd. 

When  lo  !   Politss,  one  of  Priam's  fons,  704 

Through  darts  and  fees,  from  ijaught'iing  Pyrrhus  runs. 
Wounded  he  traverfes  the  cloyfler'd  dome. 
Parts  through  the  courts,  and  Ihoots  frcni  room  to  room ; 

^Icfe, 
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Clofe,  clofe  behind,  purfu'd  the  furious  foe, 

Juft  grafp'd  the  youth,  and  aim'd  the  fatal  blow; 

Soon  as  within  his  parents  fight  he  paft,  710 

Pierc'd  by  the  pointed  death,  he  breath'd  his  laft  : 

He  fell ;  a  purple  ftream  the  pavement  dv'd. 

The  foul  comes  gufhing  in  the  crimfon  tide. 

The  king,  that  fcene  impatient  to  furvey. 

Though  death  furrounds  him,  gives  his  fury  way;  715 

And  oh  !  may  ev'ry  violated  god, 

Barbarian  !  thank  thee  for  this  deed  of  blood ; 

(If  gods  there  are,  fuch  adlions  to  regard,) 

Oh  !  may  they  give  thy  gu9t  the  full  reward ; 

Guilt,  that  a  father's  facred  eyes  defil'd  720 

With  blood,  the  blood  of  his  dear  murder'd  child ! 

Unlike  thy  fire,  Achilles  the  divine  ! 

(But  fure  Achilles  was  no  fire  of  thine  !) 

Foe  as  I  was,  the  hero  deign'd  to  hear 

The  gueft's,  the  fuppliant's,  king's,  and  father's  pray*r; 

To  funeral  rites  reftor'd  my  Hedor  flain,  726 

And  fafe  difmifs'd  me  to  my  realm  again. 

This  faid,  his  trembling  arm  eflay'd  to  throw 

The  dull  dead  javelin,  that  fcarce  reach'd  the  foe ; 

The  weapon  languifhingly  lagg'd  along,  730 

And,  guiltlefs,  on  the  buckler  faintly  rung, 

Thou  then  be  firft,  replies  the  chief,  to  go 

With  thefe  fad  tidings  to  his  ghoft  below ; 

Begone— acquaint  him  with  my  crimes  in  Troy, 

And  tell  my  fire  of  his  degenerate  boy.  735 

Die  then  he  faid,  and  dragg'd  the  monarch  on. 

Through  the  warm  blood  that  iflu'd  from  his  fon, 

U  4  Stag-. 
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Stagg'ring  and  fliding  in  the  llipp'ry  gore. 

And  to  the  fhrine  the  royal  viiTlim  bore ; 

Lock'd  in  the  left  he  grafps  the  filver  hairs,  7^0 

High  in  the  right  the  flaming  blade  he  rears. 

Then  to  the  hilt  with  all  his  force  apply'd. 

He  plung'd  the  ruthlefs  fau'chion  in  his  fide. 

Such  was  the  fate  unhappy  Priam  found. 

Who  faw  his  Troy  lie  levell'd  witli  the  ground ;       745 

He,  who,  round  Afia  fent  his  high  commands. 

And  ftretch'd  his  empire  o'er  a  hundred  lands; 

Now  lies  a  headlcfs  carcafs  on  the  fhore. 

The  man,  the  monarch,  and  the  name  no  more  ! 

Then,  nor  till  then,  I  fear'd  the  furious  foe,  750 

Struck  with  that  fcene  of  unexampled  woe; 

Soon  as  I  faw  the  murdcr'd  king  expire : 

His  old  compeer,  my  venerable  fire. 

My  palace,  fon,  and  confort  left  behind. 

All,  all,  at  once  came  rufhing  on  my  mind.  755 

I  gaz'd  around,  but  not  a  friend  was  there ; 

My  haplcfs  friends,  abandon'd  to  defpair. 

Had  leap'd  down  headlong  from  the  lofty  fpires, 

Tir'd  with  their  toils ;  or  plung'd  amidll  the  fires. 

Thus  left  aiope,  and  wand'ring,  I  furvey  760 

Where  trembling  Helen  clofe  and  filent  lay 
In  Vefta's  porch ;  and  by  the  difmal  glare 
Of  rolling  flames  difcern  the  fatal  fair ; 
The  couimor!  plague  I  by  Troy  and  Greece  abhor'd  !  ■> 
She  fear'd  alike  the  vengeful  Trojan  fword,         7^5  f 
Her  injur'd  countr;.',  and  abandon'd  lord.  J 

Faft 
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Faft  by  the  (lirine  I  fpy'd  the  lurking  dame. 

And  all  my  foul  was  kindled  into  flame: 

My  ruin'd  country  to  revenge,  I  flood 

In  wrath  refolv'd  to  fhed  her  impious  blood.  770 

Shall  file,  this  guilty  fair,  return  in  peace, 

A  queen,  triumphant,  through  the  realms  of  Greece, 

And  fee,  attended  by  her  Phrygian  train. 

Her  home,  her  parents,  {poufe,  and  fons  again  ? 

For  her  earfl:  caufe  fhall  raging  flames  deftroy         77c 

The  frately  ftruflures  of  impenal  Troy  ? 

So  many  flaughters  drench  the  Dardan  fliore  ? 

And  Priam's  felf  lie  welt'ring  in  his  gore  ? 

No  I— -{he  fliall  die---for  though  the  vlflor  gain 

No  flime,  no  triumph  for  a  woman  flain;  780 

Yet  if  by  juft  revenge  the  traitrefs  bleed. 

The  world  confenting  will  applaud  the  deed : 

To  my  own  vengeance  I  devote  her  head. 

And  the  great  fpirits  of  cur  heroes  dead. 

Thus  while  I  rav'd,  I  faw  my  mother  rife,  785 

Confefs'd  a  goddefs,  to  my  wond'ring  eyes. 
In  pomp  unufual,  and  divinely  bright ; 
Her  beamy  glories  pierc'd  the  fhades  of  night ; 
Such  fhe  appear'd,  as  v>/hen  in  heav'n's  abodes 
She  fliines  in  all  her  glories  to  the  gods.  750 

Juil  rais'd  to  ftrike,  my  hand  Ihe  gently  took. 
Then  from  her  rofy  lips  the  goddefs  fpoke. 

What  wrath  fo  fierce  to  vengance  drives  thee  on  ? 
Are  we  no  objects  of  thy  care,  my  fon  ? 
Think  of  Anchifes,  and  his  helplefs  age,  795 

Thy  hoary  fire  expos'd  to  hoftjle  rage; 

Think 


$98  PITT'S    POEMS. 

Think  if  thy  dear  Creiifa  yet  furvive. 

Think  if  thy  child,  the  young  liilus  live ; 

Whom,  ever  hov'ring  round,  the  Greeks  inclofe. 

From  every  fide  endanger'd  by  the  foes ;  800 

And,  but  my  care  withflood,  the  ruthlefs  fword 

Long  fince  had  flaughter'd,  or  the  flames  devour'd. 

Nor  beauteous  Helen  now,  nor  Paris  blame. 

Her  guilty  charms,  or  his  unhappy  flame  ; 

The  gods,  my  fon,  th'  immortal  gods  deftroy        805 

This  glorious  empire,  and  the  tow'rs  of  Troy. 

Hence  then  retire,  retire  without  delay. 

Attend  thy  mother,  and  her  words  obey ; 

Look  up,  for  lo  !   I  clear  thy  clouded  eye 

From  the  thick  midft  of  dim  mortality  ;  810 

Where  yon'  rude  piles  of  fliattcr'd  ramparts  rife. 

Stone  rent  from  flone,  in  dreadful  ruin  lies. 

And  black  with  rolling  fmoke  the  dully  whirlwind 

flies: 

There,  Neptune's  trident  breaks  the  bulwarks  down. 
There,  from  her  bafls  heaves  the  trembling  town  5815 
Heav'n's  awful  queen,  to  urge  the  Trojyn  fate. 
Here  ftorms  tremendous  at  the  Scasan  gate : 
Radiant  in  arms  the  furious  goddefs  ftands. 
And  from  the  navy  calls  her  Arglve  bands. 
On  yon'  high  tow'r  the  martial  maid  behold,  820 

With  her  dread  Gorgon  blaze  in  clouds  of  gold. 
Great  Jove  himfclf  the  fens  of  Greece  iufpires. 
Each  arm  he  ftrengthens,  and  each  foul  he  fires. 
Againft  the  Trojans,  from  the  bright  abodes. 
Sec  1  where  the  thundrer  calls  th'  embattled  gods.  825 


} 
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Strive  then  no  more  with  heav'n ;— but  oh  !  retreat, 

Ourielf  will  guide  thee  to  thy  father's  feat ; 

Ourfelf  will  cover  and  befriend  thy  flight. 

She  fiid,  and  funk  within  the  fhades  of  night; 

And  lo  !  the  gods  with  dreadful  faces  frown'd,        830 

And  lower'd,  majeflically  ftern,  around. 

Then  fell  proud  Ilion's  buKvarks,  tow'rs  and  fpires ; 

Then  Troy,  though  rais'd  by  Neptune,  funk  in  fires. 

So  when  an  aged  afli,  whofe  honours  rife 

From  fome  fteep  mountain  tow'ring  to  the  fkies,      83  c 

With  many  an  axe  by  Ihouting  fwains  is  ply'd. 

Fierce  they  repeat  the  llrokes  from  every  fide ; 

The  tall  tree  trembling,  as  the  blows  go  round. 

Bows  the  high  head,  and  nods  to  every  wound : 

At  laft  quite  vanquifh'd,  with  a  dreadful  peal,         840 

In  one  loud  groan  rolls  cralhing  down  the  vale. 

Headlong  with  half  the  fhatter'd  mountain  flies. 

And  ftretch'd  out  huge  in  length  th'  unmeafured  ruin  lies. 

Now,  by  the  goddefs  led,  I  bend  my  way. 
Though  javelins  hifs,  and  flames  around  me  play;  845 
With  floping  fpires  the  flames  obliquely  fly. 
The  glancing  darts  turn  innocently  by. 
Soon  as,  thefe  various  dangers  paft,  I  come 
Within  my  rev'rend  father's  ancient  dome. 
Whom  firll  I  fought,  to  bear  his  helplefs  age  850 

Safe  o'er  the  mountains,  far  from  hoftile  rage ; 
An  exil'd  life  difdaining  to  enjoy, 
He  ftands  determin'd  to  expire  with  Troy  : 
Fly  you,  who  health,  and  youth,  and  ftrength  maintain^ 
you,  whofe  warm  Iplood  beats  high  in  every  vein ;  855 

For 
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For  me  had  heav'n  decreed  a  longer  date, 

Heav'n  had  prelerv'd  for  me  the  Dardan  llate ; 

Too  much  of  life  already  have  I  known. 

To  fee  my  country's  fall  prevent  my  own ; 

Think  then,  this  aged  corfe  with  Ilion  fell,  860 

And  take,  oh  !  take  your  folemn  lall  farewell : 

For  death— thefe  hands  that  office  yet  can  do : 

If  not— I'll  beg  it  from  the  pitying  foe. 

At  leail:  the  foldier  for  m.y  fpoil>  will  come ; 

Nor  heed  I  now  the  honours  of  a  tomb.  865 

Grown  to  my  friends  an  ufelefs  heavy  load. 

Long  have  I  liv'd,  abhorr'd  by  every  god. 

Since,  in  his  wrath,  high  heaven's  almighty  fire 

Blafled  thefe  limbs  with  his  avenging  fire. 

Thus  he  ;  and  oblHaately  bent  appears  :  870 

The  mournful  family  ftand  round  in  tears. 
Myfelf,  my  flirieking  wife,  my  weeping  fon,  "% 

Friends,  fervants,  all,  intreat  him  to  be  gone,  > 

Nor  to  the  general  ruin  add  his  own ;  J 

Bid  him  be  reconcil'd  to  life  once  more,  875 

Nor  urge  a  fate,  that  flev.'  too  fv\ift  before, 
Unmov'd,  he  itill  determines  to  maintain 
His  cruel  pyrpofe,  and  we  plead  in  vain. 

Once  more  I  hurry  to  the  dire  alarms. 
To  end  a  miferable  life  in  arms ;  880 

For  oh  I  what  meafures  could  I  now  purfue. 
When  death,  and  only  death,  was  left  in  view: 
To  fly  the  foe,  and  leave  your  age  alone. 
Could  fuch  a  fire  propofe  to  fuch  a  fon  ? 

If 
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If  'tis  by  your's  and  heav'n's  high  will  decreed,       885 
That  you,  and  all,  with  haplefs  Troy,  mufl  bleed ; 
If  not  her  leaft  remains  you  deign  to  fave ; 
Behold  !  the  door  lies  open  to  the  grave. 
Pyrrhus  will  foon  be  here,  all  cover'd  o'er 
And  red  from  venerable  Priam's  gore ;  890 

Who  llab'd  the  fon  before  the  father's  view. 
Then  at  the  Ihrine  the  royal  father  flew. 
Why,  heavenly  mother  !  did  thy  guardian  care 
Snatch  me  from  fires,  and  fhield  me  in  the  war  ? 
Within  thefe  walls  to  fee  the  Grecians  roam,  895 

And  purple  flaughter  ftride  around  the  dome  ; 
To  fee  my  murder'd  confort,  fon,  and  iire, 
Steep'd  in  each  other's  blood,  on  heaps  expire ! 
Arms  !  arms  !  my  friends,  with  fpeed  my  arms  fupply, 
'Tis  our  lalt  hour,  and  fummons  us  to  die  ;  900 

My  arms !-— in  vain  you  hold  me,-— let  me  go— 
Give,  give  me  back  tliis  moment  to  the  foe. 
'Tis  well— we  will  not  tamely  perilh  all. 
But  die  reveng'd,  and  triumph  in  our  fall. 

Now  rufhing  forth,  in  radiant  arms,  I  wield        905 
The  fword  once  more,  and  gripe  the  pond'rous  Ihield. 
When,  at  the  door,  my  weeping  fpoufe  1  meet. 
The  fair  Creiifa,  who  embrac'd  my  feet. 
And  clinging  round  them,  with  diftradion  wild, 
Reach'd  to  my  arms  my  dear  unhappy  child :  910 

And  oh  !  llie  cries,  if  bent  on  death  thou  run. 
Take,  take  v^ith  thee,  thy  v^retched  wife  and  fon; 
Or,  if  one  glimmering  hope  from  arms  appear. 
Defend  thefe  walls,  and  try  thy  valour  here ; 

Ah  I 
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Ah  !  who  fhall  guard  thy  fire,  when  thou  art  flain,  91  j; 
Thy  child,  or  me,  thy  comfort  once  in  vain  ? 
Thus  while  flie  raves,  the  vaulted  dome  replies 
To  her  loud  flirieks,  and  agonizing  cries. 

When  lo  !  a  wond'rous  prodigy  appears. 
For  while  each  parent  kifs'd  the  boy  with  tears,       920 
Sudden  a  circling  flame  was  feen  to  fprcad 
With  beams  refulgent  round  lulus'  head  ; 
Then  on  his  locks  the  lambent  glory  preys. 
And  harmlefs  fires  around  his  temples  blaze. 
Trembling  and  pale  we  quench  with  bufy  care        925 
The  facred  fires,  and  ftiake  his  flaming  hair. 
But  old  Anchifes  lifts  his  joyful  eyes. 
His  hands  and  voice,  in  tranfport,  to  the  fkies. 

Almighty  Jove  !  in  glory  thron'd  on  high. 
This  once  regards  us  with  a  gracious  eye ;  930 

If  e'er  our  vows  deferv'd  thy  aid  divine, 
Vouchfafe  thy  fuccour,  and  confirm  thy  fign. 
Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when  fudden  from  the  pole. 
Full  on  the  left,  the  happy  thunders  roll ; 
A  ftar  fhot  fweeping  through  the  fliades  of  night,    935 
And  drew  behind  a  radiant  trail  of  light, 
That  o'er  the  palace,  gliding  from  above. 
To  point  our  way,  dcfcends  in  Ida's  grove ; 
Then  left  a  long  continu'd  ftrcam  in  view. 
The  track  ftill  glittering  where  the  glory  flew.        940 
The  flame  paft  gleaming  with  a  bluifh  glare. 
And  fmokes  of  fulphur  fill  the  tainted  air. 

At  this  convinc'd,  arofe  m.y  reverend  fire, 
Addrefs'd  the  gods,  and  hail'd  the  facred  fire. 

Pro- 
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Proceed,  my  friends,  no  longer  I  delay,  9^5 

But  inftant  follow  where  you  lead  the  way. 

Yc  gods,  by  thefe  your  omens,  you  ordain 

That  from  the  womb  of  fate  ihall  rife  again. 

To  light  and  life,  a  glorious  fecond  Troy  ; 

Then  fave  this  houfe,  and  this  aufpicious  boy;         950 

Convinc'd  by  omens  fo  divinely  bright, 

I  go,  my  fon,  companion  of  thy  flight. 

Thus  he---and  nearer  now  in  curling  fplres 

Through  the  long  walls  roU'd  on  the  roaring  fires. 

Hafte  then,  my  fire,  I  cry'd,  my  neck  afcend,       955 

With  joy  beneath  your  facred  load  I  bend  j 

Together  will  we  (hare,  where-e'er  I  go. 

One  common  welfare,  or  one  common  woe. 

Ourfelf  with  care  will  young  liilus  lead; 

At  fafer  diftance  you  my  fpoufe  fucceed ;  960 

Heed  too  thefe  orders,  ye  attendant  train ; 

Without  the  wall  Hands  Ceres'  vacant  fane, 

Rais'd  on  a  mount ;  an  aged  cyprefs  near, 

Preferv'd  for  ages  v/ith  religious  fear  ; 

Thither,  from  different  roads  aflembiing,  come,     965 

And  meet  embody'd  at  the  facred  dome  : 

Thou,  thou,  my  fire,  our  gods  and  relicks  bear  j 

Thefe  hands,  yet  horrid  with  the  ftains  of  war. 

Refrain  their  touch  unhallow'd  till  the  day. 

When  the  pure  llream  fhall  wafn  the  guilt  away.     970 

Now,  witli  a  lion's  fpoils  befpread,  I  take 
My  fire,  a  pleafing  burthen,  on  by  back; 
Clofe  clinging  to  my  hand,  and  preiTing  nigh. 
With  Heps  uncq,ual  trip'd  liilus  by ; 

Behind, 
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Beliind,  my  lov'd  Crciifa  took  her  way ;  5-5 

Through  every  lonely  dark  recefs  we  ftray : 

And  I,  who  late  th'  embattled  Greeks  could  dare. 

Their  flying  darts,  and  whole  embody'd  war. 

Now  take  alarm,  while  horrors  reign  around. 

At  every  breeze,  and  ftart  at  every  found.  980 

With  fancy 'd  fears  my  biify  thoughts  were  wild 

For  my  dear  fluher,  and  endanger'd  child. 

Now,  to  the  city  gates  .ipproaching  near, 
I  fcem  the  found  of  trampling  feet  to  hear. 
Alarm'd  my  fire  look'd  forward  through  the  fhade,  985 
And,  fly  my  fon,  they  come,  they  come  he  faid ; 
Lo  1  from  their  flaields  I  fee  the  fplcndors  ftream ; 
And  ken  diltindl  the  helmet's  fiery  gleam. 
And  here,  feme  envious  god,  in  tliis  difmay. 
This  faddcn  terror,  fnatch'd  my  fenfe  away.  990 

For  while  o'er  devious  paths  I  wildly  trod. 
Studious  to  v/ander  from  the  beaten  road ; 
I  loft  my  dear  Creiifa,  nor  can  tell 
From  that  fad  moment,  if  by  fate  Ihe  fell ; 
Or  funk  fatigu'd ;  or  ftraggled  from  the  train  ;        995 
But  ah !   flic  never  bleft  thefe  eyes  again  ! 
Nor,  till  to  Ceres'  ancient  wall  we  came. 
Did  I  fufpedl  her  loft,  nor  mifs  the  dame. 
There  all  the  train  aflTembled,  all  but  flie. 
Loft  to  her  friends,  her  father,  fon,  and  me.         1 000 
What  men,  what  gods  did  my  wild  fury  fpare? 
At  both  I  rav'd,  and  madden'd  with  defpair. 
In  Troy's  laift  ruins  did  I  ever  know 
A  fcene  fo  cruel !  fuch  tianfcendent  woe  I 

Our 
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Our  gods,  my  fon,  and  father  to  the  train         1005 

I  next  commend,  and  hide  them  in  the  plain ; 

Then  fly  for  Troy,  and  fhine  in  arms  again. 

Refolv'd  the  burning  town  to  wander  o'er^ 

And  tempt  the  dangers  that  I  fcap'd  before. 

Now  to  the  gate  I  run  with  furious  hafte,  loio 

Whence  firft  from  Ilion  to  the  plain  I  pall ; 

Dart  round  my  eyes  in  every  place  in  vain. 

And  tread  my  former  footlleps  o'er  again. 

Surrounding  horrors  all  my  foul  affright ; 

And  more,  the  dread fal  filence  of  the  night.         1015 

Next  to  my  houfe  I  flew  without  delay. 

If  there,  if  haply  there  flie  bent  her  way. 

In  vain— the  conquering  foes  were  enter'd  there ; 

Kigh  o'er  the  dome,  tlie  flames  emblaze  the  air; 

Fierce  to  devour,  die  fiery  tempeft  flies,  1020 

Swells  in  the  wind,  and  thunders  to  the  ikies. 

Back  to  th'  embattled  citadel  I  ran. 

And  fearch'd  her  father's  regal  vvalls  in  vain. 

Ulyfl'es  now  and  Phoenix  I  furvey. 

Who  guard,  in  Juno's  fane,  the  gather'd  prey  :    1025 

In  one  huge  heap  the  Trojan  wealth  was  roll'd, 

Refalgent  robes,  and  bowls  of  mafly  gold  ; 

A  pile  of  tables  on  the  pavement  nods, 

Snatch'd  from  the  blazing  temples  of  the  gods. 

A  mighty  train  of  flirieking  mothers  bound,  1030 

Stood  with  their  captive  children  trembHng  round. 

Yet  more— I  boldly  raife  my  voice  on  high> 

And  in  the  fliade  on  dear  Creiifa  cry ; 

Vol.  Lll.  X  C41 
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Call  on  her  name  a  thoufand  times  in  vain. 

Bat  fVdl  repeat  the  darling  name  again.  ^<^35 

Thus  while  I  rave  and  roll  my  fearching  eyes. 

Solemn  and  flow  1  {aw  her  fliade  arife. 

The  form'd  enlarg'd  majeftic  mov'd  along ; 

Fear  rais'd  my  hair,  and  horror  chain'd  my  tongue  : 

Thus  as  I  ftood  amaz'd,  the  heav'nly  fair  1040 

With  thefe  mild  accents  footh'd  my  fierce  defpair. 

Why  with  excefs  of  forrow  raves  in  vain 
My  deareft  lord,  at  what  the  gods  ordain  ? 
Oh  could  I  fhare  tliy  toils  !---but  fate  deoies; 
And  Jove,  dread  Jove,  the  foverelgn  ef  the  fkies.  1045 
In  long,  long  exile,  art  thou  doom'd  to  fweep 
Seas  after  feas,  and  plough  the  wat'ry  deep. 
Hefperia  fhall  be  thine,  where  Tyber  glides 
Through  fruitful  realms,  and  rolls  in  eafy  tides. 
There  fliall  thy  Fates  a  happier  lot  provide,  1050 

A  glorious  empire,  and  a  royaJ  bride. 
Then  let  your  forrows  for  Creiifa  ceafe  ; 
For  know,  I  never  fliail  be  led  to  Greece ; 
Nor  feel  the  vidlor's  chain,  nor  captive's  fliame, 
A  flavc  to  fome  imperious  Argive  dame.  '°5? 

No  '.—born  a  princefs,  fprimg  from  heav'n  above, 
Ally'd  to  Venus,  and  deriv'd  from  Jove, 
Sacred  from  Greece,  'tis  mine,  in  thefe  abodes. 
To  fervc  the  glorious  mother  of  the  gods. 
Farewell;  and  to  our  fon  thy  care  approve,  1060 

Our  fon,  the  pledge  of  our  commutual  love. 

Thus  fliej  and  as  I  wcpr,  and  wilh'd  to  fay 
Ten  tlioufand  things,  difTolv'd  in  air  away. 

Thrice 
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Thrice  round  her  neck  my  eager  arms  I  threw ; 

Thrice  from  my  empty  arms  the  phantom  flew,     1065 

Swift  as  the  wind,  with  momentary  flight. 

Swift  as  a  fleeting  vifion  of  the  night. 

Now,  day  approaching,  to  my  longing  train. 

From  ruin'd  Ilion  I  return  again ; 

To  whom,  with  wonder  and  furprife,  I  find  1070 

A  mighty  crowd  of  new  companions  join'd ; 

A  hoft  of  willing  exiles  round  me  ftand. 

Matrons,  and  men,  a  miferable  band ; 

Eager  the  wretches  pour  from  every  fide. 

To  fliare  my  fortunes  on  the  foamy  tide;  ^^7S 

Valiant,  and  arm'd,  my  conduft  they  implore. 

To  lead  and  fix  them  on  fome  foreign  fhore  ; 

And  now,  o'er  Ida  with  an  early  ray 

Plames  the  bright  ftar,  that  leads  the  golden  day. 

No  hopes  of  aid  in  view,  and  every  gate  1080 

Pofl"eft  by  Greece,  at  length  I  yield  to  fate. 

Safe  o'er  the  hill  my  father  I  convey. 

And  bear  the  venerable  load  away. 


End  of  the  Second  Book. 
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i^neas  proceeds  In  his  relation :  he  gives  an  account  of 
the  fleet  in  which  he  failed,  and  the  fuccefs  of  Ins  firft 
voyage  to  Thrace  :  from  thence  he  diredls  his  courfe 
to  Delos,  and  a/ks  the  oracle  what  place  the  gods  had 
appointed  for  his  habitation  ?  By  a  miftake  of  the 
oracle's  anfwer,  he  fettles  in  Crete;  his  houfhold 
gods  give  him  the  true  fenfe  of  the  oracle  in  a  dream. 
He  follows  their  advice,  and  makes  the  beft  of  his 
way  for  Italy  :  he  is  call  on  fevcral  ihores,  and  meets 
with  very  furprifmg  adventures,  till  at  length  he 
lands  on  Sicily ;  where  his  father  Anchifes  dies. 
This  is  tlic  place  which  he  was  failing  from,  when 
the  tempeft  rofe,  and  threw  him  upon  the  Cartha- 
ginian coaft. 
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'ITT'  HEN  heav'n  deflroy'd,  by  too  fevere  a  fate, 
^  "      The  throne  of  Priam,  and  the  Phrygian  Hate, 
When  Troy,  though  Neptune  rais'd  her  bulwarks  round. 
The  pride  of  Afia,  fmok'd  upon  the  ground  ; 
We  fought  in  vacant  regions  new  abodes,  5 

Cali'd  by  the  guiding  omens  of  the  gods. 
Secret,  a  fudden  navy  we  provide. 
Beneath  Antandros,  and  the  hills  of  Ide. 
Doubtful,  where  heav'n  would  fix  our  wand'ring  traiiij 
Our  gather'd  pow'rs  prepare  to  plough  the  main.      10 
Scarce  had  the  fummer  ihot  a  genial  ray; 
My  fire  commands  the  canvas  to  difplay. 
And  ileer  wherever  fate  fhould  point  the  way. 
With  tears  I  leave  the  port,  my  native  ihore. 
And  thofe  dear  field^j,  where  Ilion  rofe  before.  15 

And  exil'd  wretch,  I  lead  into  the  floods. 
My  fon,  my  friends,  and  all  my  vanquifli'd  gods. 

The  warlike  Thracians  till  a  boundlels  plain. 
Sacred  to  Mars,  Lycurgus'  ancient  reign; 
Ally'd  to  Troy,  while  fortuiie  own'd  her  caufe ;        20 
The  fame  their  gods  and  hpfpitable  laws  j 

Xa       ^  Thither, 
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Thitlier,  with  fates  averfe,  my  coiirfe  I  bore. 

And  rais'd  a  town  amid  the  winding  fhore. 

Then  from  my  name  the  rifing  city  call, 

And  ftretch  along  the  ftrand  th'  embattled  wall.         25 

Here  to  my  mother,  and  the  favouring  gods, 

I  offcr'd  vidims  by  the  rolling  floods; 

But  flew  a  flately  bull  to  mighty  Jove, 

Who  reigns  the  foyereign  of  the  pqw'rs  above. 

Rais'd  on  a  mount,  a  cornel  grove  was  nigh,         30 
And  with  thick  branches  Hood  a  m)Ttle  by. 
With  verdant  boughs  to  ihade  my  altars  round, 
1  came,  and  try'd  to  rend  them  from  the  ground. 
When  lo '.  a  horrid  prodigy  1  fee  ; 
"For  fcarce  my  hands  had  wrench'd  the  rooted  tree,  3  5 
When,  from  "the  fibres,  drops  of  grimfon  gore 
Ran  trickling  down,  and  ftain"d  the  fable  fliare. 
Amaz'd,  I  flicck  with  horror  and  aflright. 
My  bleed  all  curdled  at  the  dreadfil  fight  j 
Curious  the  latent  caufes  to  explore,  40 

With  trembling  hands  a  fecond  plant  I  tore  ; 
That  fecond  wounded  plant  diftill'd  around 
Red  drops  of  blood,  and  fprinkled  a'l  the  ground. 
Rack'd  with  a  thoufand  fears,  devout  1  bow'd 
To  every  nymph,  and  Thracia's  guardian  god.         45 
Thefe  omens  to  avert  by  pow'r  divine, 
And  kindly  grant  a  more  aufpicious  fign. 
But  when  once  more  we  tug'd  with  toiling  hands. 
And  eager  bent  my  knees  againfl  the  fands ; 
Live  I  to  fpeak  it  ?— from  the  tomb  I  hear  50 

A  hollow  groan,  that  iliock'd  my  trembling  ear. 

How 


VIRGIL'S    .^NEID.    BOOK   III.     3tj 

How  can  thy  pious  hands,  ^>neas,  rend 

The  bury'd  body  of  thy  haplcfs  friend  ? 

This  ftream  that  trickles  from  the  wounded  tree 

Is  Trojan  blood,  and  once  aily'd  to  thee.  55 

Ah  !   fly  this  barbarous  land,  this  p;uilty  Ihore, 

Fly,  fly  the  fate  of  murder'd  Polydore. 

This  grove  of  lances,  from  my  body  flain. 

Now  blooms  with  vegetable  life  again. 

Then,  as  amaz'd  in  deep  fafoenfe  I  hung,  69 

Fear  rais'd  my  hair,,  and  horror  chain'd  my  tongue. 
Ill-fated  Priam,  when  the  Greci.an  pow'rs 
Vv'ith  a  clofe  fiege  begirt  the  Dardan  tow'rs. 
No  more  confiding  in  the  ftrength  of  Troy, 
Sent  to  the  Thracian  prince  the  haplefs  boy,  65 

With  mighty  treafures,  to  fupport  him  there, 
Remov'd  from  all  the  dangers  of  the  war. 
This  wretch,  when  llion's  better  fortunes  ceafe, 
Clos'd  with  the  proud  vidorious  arms  of  Greece ; 
Broke  through  all  facred  laws,  and  uncontroTd         yo 
Deflroy'd  his  royal  charge,  to  feize  the  gold. 
Curs'd  gold  '.—how  high  will  daring  mortals  rife 
In  ev'ry  guilt,  to  reach  the  glittering  prize  ? 
Soon  as  my  foul  recover'd  from  her  fears, 
before  my  father  and  the  gather'd  peers,  yr 

I  lay  the  dreadful  omens  of  the  gods ; 
All  vote  at  once  to  fly  the  dire  abodes ; 
To  leave  th'  unhofpitable  realm  behind. 
And  fpread  our  op'ning  canvas  to  the  wind. 
But  firll  we  paid  the  rites  to  Polydore,  80 

And  jais'd  a  mighty  tomb  amid  the  fliore. 

Nexts 
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Next,  to  his  glioft,   adorn'd  with  cyprefs  boughs 
And  fable  wreaths,  two  folemn  altars  rofe ; 
With  lamentable  cries  and  hair  unbound. 
The  Trojan  dames  in  order  mov'd  around.  85 

Warm  njilk  and  facred  blood  in  bowls  we  brought. 
To  lure  the  fpirit  with  the  mingled  draught; 
Compos'd  the  foul ;  and,  with  a  difmal  knell. 
Took  thrice  the  melancholy  lail:  farewell. 

Soon  as  our  fleet  could  trull  the  fmiling  fea,  90 

And  the  foft  breeze  had  fmooth'd  the  wat'ry  way ; 
Cali'd  by  the  whifp'ring  gales,  we  rig  the  fliips. 
Crowd  round  the  fhores,  and  launch  into  the  deeps. 
Swift  from  the  port  our  eager  courfe  we  ply. 
And  lands  and  towns  roll  backward,  as  we  fly.  95 

By  Doris  lov'd,  and  Ocean's  azure  god. 
Lies  a  fair  iflc  amid  th'  ^gean  flood ; 
Which  Phoebus  fix'd ;  for  once  fhe  wander'd  round 
The  fhores,  and  floated  on  the  vaft  profound. 
But  now  unmov'd,  the  peopled  region  braves  joo 

The  roaring  whirlwinds,  and  the  furious  waves. 
Safe  in  her  open  ports  the  facred  ifle 
Receiv'd  us,  harrafs'd  with  the  naval  toil. 
Our  rever'nce  due  to  Phoebus'  town  we  pay. 
And  holy  Anius  meets  us  on  the  way;  105 

Anius,  whofe  brows  the  wreaths  and  laurels  grace, 
Priell  of  the  god,  and  fovcreign  of  the  place. 
Well-pleas'd  to  fee  our  train  the  fliore  afcend. 
He  flew  to  meet  my  fire,  his  ancient  friend  : 
In  hofpitable  guife  our  hands  he  prefl,  I  lO 

Then  to  tlie  palace  led  each  honour'd  gueft. 
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To  Phoebus'  aged  temple  I  repair. 

And  fuppliant  to  the  god  prefer  my  pray'r  : 

To  wand'ring  wretches,  who  in  exile  roam. 

Grant,  O  Thymbr^an  god,  a  fettled  home  ;  115 

Oh  I  grant  thy  fuppliants,  their  long  labours  paft, 

A  race  to  flourifh,  and  a  town  to  lall ; 

Preferve  this  little  fecond  Troy  in  peace, 

Snatch'd  from  Achilles  and  the  fword  of  Greece ; 

Vouchfafe,  great  father,  fome  aufpicious  iign;        120 

And  oh  !  inform  us  with  thy  light  divine. 

Where  lies  our  way  ?  and  what  aufpicious  guide. 

To  foreign  realms  lliall  lead  us  o'er  the  tide  ? 

Sudden,  the  dire  alarm  the  temple  took; 
The  laurels,  gates,  and  lofty  mountains  ftiook.        125 
Burft  with  a  dreadful  roar,  the  veils  diiplay 
The  hallow'd  tripods  in  the  face  of  day. 
Humbled  we  fell ;  then,  proftrate  on  the  ground. 
We  hear  thefe  accents  in  an  aweful  found : 
Ye  valiant  fons  of  Troy,  the  land  that  bore  130 

Your  mighty  anceftors  to  light  before. 
Once  more  their  great  defcendants  fhall  embrace  ; 
Go — feek  the  ancient  mother  of  your  race. 
There  the  wide  world,  Eneas'  houfe  Ihall  fway. 
And  down  from  fon  to  fon,  th'  imperial  power  conveyo 

Thus  Phoebus  fpoke  ;  and  joy  tumultuous  fir'd     i  ^6 
The  thronging  crov/ds ;  and  eager  all  enquir'd. 
What  realm,  what  town,  his  oracles  ordain. 
Where  the  kind  god  would  fix  the  wand'ring  train  ? 
Then  in  his  mind  m.y  fire  revolving  o'er  1 40 

The  long,  long  records  of  the  mici  before ; 

Learn. 
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Learn,  ye  afTembled,  peers,  he  cries,  from  me. 

The  happy  realm  the  laws  of  fate  decree  ; 

Fair  Crete  fublimely  tow'rs  amid  the  floods. 

Proud  norfe  of  Jove,  the  fovereign  of  the  gods.       145 

There  ancient  Ida  ftands,  and  thence  we  trace 

The  firft  memorials  of  the  Trojan  race  ; 

A  hundred  cities  the  bleft  ifle  contains. 

And  boafts  a  vafl  extent  of  fruitful  plains. 

Hence  our  fam'd  anceftor  old  Teucer  bore  150 

His  courfe,  and  gain'd  the  fair  Rhastean  fliore. 

There  the  great  chief  the  feat  of  empire  chofe. 

Before  proud  Troy's  majeflic  ftruflures  rofe  ; 

Till  then,  if  rightly  I  record  the  tale. 

Our  old  forefathers  till'd  the  lowly  vale.  i  c  r 

From  hence  arriv'd  the  mother  of  the  gods. 

Hence  her  loud  cymbals  and  her  facred  woods  : 

Hence,  at  her  rites  religious  filence  reigns. 

And  lions  whirl  her  chariot  o'er  the  plains.. 

Then  fly  we  fpeedy  where  the  gods  command,         160 

Appeafe  the  winds,  and  feek  the  Cretan  land : 

Nor  diftant  is  the  fiiore ;  if  Jove  but  fmile. 

Three  days  fhall  waft  us  to  the  blifsful  ifle. 

This  faid ;  he  flays  the  vi6lims  due,  and  loads 
In  hafte  the  fmoking  altars  of  the  gods.  165 

A  bull  to  Phcebus,  and  a  bull  was  flain 
To  thee,  great  Neptune,  monarch  of  the  mdn  : 
A  milk  white  ewe  to  ev'ry  wellern  breeze, 
A  black,  to  ev'ry  fl;orm  that  fweeps  the  feas. 
Now  fame  reports  Idomeneus'  retreat,  170 

jExpell'd  and  banifli'd  from  the  throne  of  Crete  j 

Free 
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Free  from  the  foe  the  vacant  region  lay  : 

We  leave  the  Delian  fhore,  and  plough  the  wat'ry  way. 

By  fruitful  Naxos,  o'er  the  flood  we  fly. 

Where  to  the  Bacchanals  the  hills  reply;  175 

By  green  Donyfa  next  and  Paros  fteer. 

Where,  v/hite  in  air,  her  glitt'ring  rocks  appear. 

Thence  through  tJie  Cyclades  the  navy  glides, 

Whofe  clufi"ring  iflands  ftud  the  filver  tides. 

Loud  fhout  the  fallors,  and  to  G/ete  vvc  fly ;  1 8» 

To  Crete  our  country,  was  the  general  cry. 

Swift  (hoots  the  fleet  before  the  driving  blaft. 

And  on  the  Cretan  fliore  defcends  at  laft* 

With  eager  fpeed  I  frame  a  town,  and  call 
From  ancient  Pergamus  the  rifmg  wall.  185 

Pleas'd  with  the  name,  my  Trojans  I  command 
To  raife  llrong  tow'rs,  and  fettle  in  the  land. 
Soon  as  our  luily  youth  the  fleet  could  moor. 
And  draw  the  vefiels  on  the  fandy  fliore. 
Some  join  the  nuptial  bands  :  with  bufy  toil  1 90 

Their  fellows  plough  the  new-difcover'd  foil. 
To  frame  impartial  laws  I  bend  my  cares, 
APot  the  dwelling?,  and  alTlgn  the  fliares. 
When  lo  !  from  llanding  air  and  poifon'd  fkics, 
A  fudden  plague  with  d  re  contagion  flies.  195 

On  corn  and  trees  the  dreadful  pefl:  began  j 
And  lall:  the  fierce  infedion  feiz'd  on  man. 
They  breathe  their  fouls  in  air  ;  or  drag  v.'ith  pain 
Their  lives,  now  lengchen'd  out  for  woes,  in  vain  ; 
Their  v.'onted  food  the  biailed  fields  deny,  200 

And  the  red  dog-liar  nres  die  faitry  iky. 

My 
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My  fire  advls'd,  to  meafure  back  the  main, 

Confult,  and  beg  the  Delian  god  again 

To  end  our  woes,  his  fuccour  to  difplay. 

And  to  our  wand'rings  point  the  certain  way.  205 

'Twas  night ;  foft  {lumbers  had  the  world  pofTeil, 
When,  as  I  lay  compos'd  in  pleafing  reft, 
Thofe  gods  I  bore  from  flaming  Troy,  arife 
In  aweful  figures  to  my  vvond'ring  eyes : 
Clofe  at  my  couch  they  flood,  divinely  bright,        2 1  o 
And  fl^one  diftin<5l  by  Cynthia's  gleaming  light. 
Then,  to  difpel  the  cares  that  rack'd  my  breall, 
Thefe  words  the  vifionary  pow'rs  addreft  : 

Thofe  truths  the  god  in  Delos  would  repeat. 
By  us,  his  envoys,  he  unfolds  in  Crete  ;  215 

By  us,  companions  of  thy  arms  and  thee. 
From  flaming  Ilion  o'er  the  fwelling  fea. 
Led  by  our  care,  fliall  thy  defcendants  rife. 
The  world's  majeftic  monarchs,  to  the  fkies. 
Then  build  thy  city  for  imperial  fway,  220 

And  boldly  take  the  long  laborious  way. 
Forfake  this  region ;  for  the  Delian  pow'r 
Aflign'd  not  for  thy  feat  the  GnoiTian  fliore. 
Once  by  Oenotrians  till'd,  there  lies  a  place, 
'Twas  call'd  Hefperia  by  the  Grecian  race  ;  225 

For  martial  deeds  and  fruits  renown'd  by  fame ; 
But  fince,  Italia,  from  the  leader's  name. 
Thefe  are  the  native  realms  the  Fates  affign  ; 
Hence  rofe  the  fathers  of  the  Trojan  line  j 
The  great  lafius,  fprung  from  heaven  above,  230 

And  ancient  Dardan.us,  deriv'd  from  Jove, 

Rife 
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Rife  then,  in  hafte  thefe  joyful  tidings  bear, 

Thefe  truths  unqueftion'd  to  thy  father's  ear. 

Begone  — the  fair  Aufonian  realms  explore. 

For  Jove  himfelf  denies  the  Cretan  fhore.  235 

Struck  with  the  voice  divine,  and  aweful  fight. 
No  common  dream,  or  vifion  of  the  night ; 
I  faw  the  wreaths,  their  features ;  and  a  ftream 
Of  trickling  fweat  ran  down  from  every  limb. 
I  llarted  from  my  bed,  and  rais'd  on  high  240 

My  hands  and  voice  in  rapture  to  the  iky. 
Then  (to  our  gods  the  due  oblations  paid) 
The  fcene  divine  before  my  fire  I  laid. 
He  owns  his  error  of  each  ancient  place. 
Our  two  great  founders,  and  the  double  race.  245 

My  fon,  he  cry'd,  whom  adverfe  fates  employ. 
Oh  I  exercis'd  in  all  the  woes  of  Troy  ! 
Now  I  refleft,  CaiTandra's  word  divine 
Aflign'd  thefe  regions  to  the  Dardan  line. 
But  who  furmis'd,  the  fons  of  Troy  fliould  come     250 
To  fair  Hefperia  from  their  diftant  home  ? 
Or  who  gave  credit  to  CafTandra's  ftrain, 
Doom'd  by  the  Fates  to  prophefy  in  vain  ? 
Purfue  we  now  a  furer,  fafer  road. 
By  Phoebus  pointed,  and  obey  the  god.  255 

Glad  we  comply,  and  leave  a  few  behind  ; 
I'hen  fpread  our  fails  to  catch  the  driving  wind ; 
Forfakc  this  realm  ;  the  fparkling  waves  divide. 
And  the  fvvift  veflels  ihoct  along  the  tide. 

Now  vanilh'd  from  our  eyes  the  leffening  ground ;  -> 
And  all  the  wide  horizon  ftretching  round,  261  V- 

Above  was  Iky,  beneath  was  fea  profound:  3 

When, 
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When,  black'ning  by  degrees,  a  gathering  cloud, 

Charg'd  with  big ftorms,  frown'd  dreadful  o'er  the  flood* 

And  darken'd  all  the  main;  the  whirlwinds  roar,    265 

And  roll  the  waves  in  mountains  to  the  fhore. 

Snatch'd  by  the  furious  gufl:,  die  vedels  keep 

Their  road  no  more,  but  fcatter  o'er  the  deep : 

The  thunders  roll,  the  forky  light'nings  fly ; 

And  in  a  b'orll;  of  rain  defcends  tho-  fky.  270 

Far  from  our  courfe  was  dafh^d  the  na\y  wide. 

And  dark  wc  wander  o'er  the  toffing  tide. 

Not  fkilful  Palinure  in  fuch  a  fea, 

So  black  with  llorms,  diftinguifh'd  night  from  day 

Nor  knew  to  turn  the  helm,  or  point  the  way.    27 

Three  nights,  without  one  guiding  liar  in  view. 

Three  days,  without  the  fLin>  the  navy  flew ; 

The  fourth,  by  dawn,  the  fwcUing  ihorcs  we  fpy. 

Sec  the  thin  Imokes,  that  melt  into  the  Iky^ 

And  bluifli  hills  jult  opening  on  the  eye.  2 So 

We  furl  the  fails,  with  bending  oars  divide 

The  flafliing  waves,  and  fweep  the  foamy  tide. 

Safe  from  the  ftorm  the  Strophades  I  gain, 
Incirclcd  by  the  vaft  Ionian  main. 
Where  dwelt  Cela;no  with  her  Harpy  train;         28 
Since  Boreas'  fons  had  chac'd  the  direful  guefl:s 
From  Phineus'  palace,  and  their  wonted  feafts. 
But  fiends  to  fcourge  mankind,  fo  fierce,  fo  fell, 
FIcav'n  never  fummon'd  from  the  depths  of  hell ; 
Bloated  and  gorg'd  with  prey,  with  wombs  obfcene,  290 
Foul  paunches,  and  widi  ordure  Hill  unclean; 
A  virgin  face,  with  wings  and  hooky  claws ; 
Death  in  their  eyes,  and  famine  in  their  jaws. 

The 
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The  port  we  enter'd,  and  with  joy  beheld 
Huge  herds  of  oxen  graze  the  verd;uit  field,  295 

And  feeding  flocks  of  goats,  without  a  fwain. 
That  range  at  large,  and  bound  along  the  plain ; 
We  feize,  we  flay,  and  to  the  copious  feaft 
Call  every  god,  and  Jove  himfelf  a  gueft. 
Then  on  the  winding  lliore  the  tables  plac'd,  30G 

And  fate  indulging  in  the  rich  repali ; 
When  from  the  mountains,  terrible  to  view, 
On  founding  wings  the  monller  Harpyes  flew. 
They  taint  the  banquet  with  their  touch  abhorr'd. 
Or  fnatch  the  fmoking  viands  from  the  board.         30i^' 
A  fl:ench  offenfive  follows  where  they  fly. 
And  loud  they  fcream,  and  raife  a  dreadful  cry. 
Thence  to  a  cavern'd  rock  the  train  remove. 
And  the  clofe  Ihelter  of  a  Ihady  grove ; 
Once  more  prepare  the  feaft,  the  tables  raife;         310 
Once  more  with  fires  the  loaded  altars  blaze. 
Again  the  fiends  from  their  dark  covert  fly. 
But  from  a  difi^erent  quarter  of  the  iky ; 
With  loathfome  claws  they  fnatch  the  food  away. 
Scream  o'er  our  heads,  and  poifon  all  the  prey.       315 
Enrag'd,  I  bid  my  train  their  arms  prepare. 
And  with  the  direful  monllers  vv'age  the  war. 
Clofe  in  the  grafs,  obfervant  of  the  word. 
They  hide  the  fliining  flueld,  and  gleaming  fv/ord. 
Then,  as  the  Harpyes  from  the  hills  once  more      320 
Pour'd  flirieking  down,  and  crowded  round  the  ftiore. 
On  his  high  fland  Mifenus  founds  from  far 
The  brazen  trump,  the  fignal  of  the  war. 

Vol.  LI  I.  Y  With 
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With  unaccullom'd  fight  we  flew,  to  flay 
The  forms  obfcene,  dread  monfters  of  the  fea.        325 
But  proof  to  lleel  their  hides  and  plumes  remain ; 
We  flrike  th'  impenetrable  fiends  in  vain. 
Who  from  the  fragments  wing  th'  aerial  way. 
And  leave,  involv'd  in  Itench,  the  mangled  prey ; 
All  but  Cel^noj — from  a  pointed  rock  330 

Where  perch'd  flie  fate,  the  boding  Fury  fpoke  : 
Then  was  it  not  enough,  ye  fons  of  Troy, 
Our  flocks  to  flaughter,  and  our  herds  dellroy  ? 
But  war,  fhall  impious  war  your  wrongs  maintain. 
And  drive  the  Harpyes  from  their  native  reign  ?      335 
Hear  then  your  dreadful  doom  with  due  regard. 
Which  mighty  Jove  to  Phcebus  has  declar'd ; 
Which  Phoebus  open'd  to  Celaeno's  view. 
And  I,  the  Furies  queen,  unfold  to  you. 
To  promis'd  Italy  your  courfe  you  ply,  ^^^.o 

And  fafe  to  Italy  at  length  fliall  fly  j 
But  never,  never  raife  your  city  there, 
'Till,  in  due  vengeance  for  the  wrongs  we  bear. 
Imperious  hunger  urge  you  to  devour 
Thofe  very  boards  on  which  you  fed  before.  345 

She  ceas'd,  and  fled  into  the  gloomy  wood*  ~% 

With  hearts  dejeftcd  my  companions  flood,  C 

Aud  fudden  horrors  froze  tlieir  curdling  blood.  3 

Down  drop  the  fhicH  and  fpear ;  from  fight  we  ceafe, 
And  humbly  fue  by  fuppliant  vows  for  peace;  350 

And  whether  goddefles,  or  fiends  from  hell, 
Proftrate  before  the  monilroub  forms  v.e  tell. 

But 
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But  old  Anchifes,  by  the  beating  floods, 

Invok'd  with  facrifice  th'  immortal  gods ; 

And  rais'd  his  hands  and  voice  :  —  ye  pow'rs  divine,  355 

Avert  thefe  woes,  and  fpare  a  righteous  line. 

Then  he  commands  to  cut  the  cords  away ; 

With  fouthern  gales  we  plough  the  foamy  fea. 

And,  where  the  friendly  breeze  or  pilot  guides. 

With  flying  fails  we  ftem  the  murmn.ring  tides.         360 

Now,  high  in  view,  amid  the  circling  floods 

We  ken  Zacynthus  crown'd  with  waving  woods. 

Dulichiaii  coaits,  and  Samian  hills  we  fpy. 

And  proud  Neritos  tow'ring  in  the  fky. 

Rough  Ithaca  we  fliun,  a  rocky  fliore,  365 

And  curfe  the  land  that  dire  Ulyflfes  bore. 

Then  dim  Leucate  fwell'd  to  fight,  who  fhrouds 

His  tall  aerial  brow  in  ambient  clouds ; 

Laft  opens,  by  degrees,  Apollo's  fane. 

The  dread  of  failors  on  the  wintry  main,  370 

To  this  fmall  tov/n,  fatigu'd  with  toil,  we  hafte ; 

The  circling  anchors  from  the  prows  are  call. 

Safe  to  the  land  beyond  our  hopes  reftor'd. 

We  paid  our  vows  to  heaven's  almighty  lord. 

All  bright  in  fuppling  oil,  my  friends  employ      3" 

Their  limbs  in  wrelUing,  and  revive  with  joy 

On  Aftian  fhores  the  folemn  games  of  Troy. 

Pleas'd  we  refiedl  that  we  had  pafs'd  in  peace 

Through  foes  unnumber'd,  and  the  tov.ns  of  Greece. 

Meantime  the  fun  his  annual  race  performs,         380 
And  bluft'ring  Boreas  fills  the  fea  with  ftorms ; 

Y  2  I  hung 
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I  hung  the  brazen  buckler  on  the  door. 
Which  once  in  fight  the  warlike  Abas  bore ; 
And  thus  infcrib'd — thefe  arms  with  blood  diftain'd. 
From  conquering  Greece  the  great  i£neas  gain'd  ;  385 
Then,  rous'd  at  my  command,  the  failors  iwcep 
And  dalh  with  bending  oars  the  fparkKng  deep. 
Soon  had  we  loft  Pha;acia's  finking  tow'rs. 
And  fkimm'd  along  Epirus'  flying  fhores. 
On  the  Chaonian  port  at  length  we  fall;  390 

Thence  we  afii^end  to  high  Buthrotos'  wall. 
Aftonifh'd  here  a  ftrange  report  we  found. 
That  Trojan  Helenus  in  Greece  was  crown'd. 
The  captive  prince,  (vidorious  Pyrrhus  dead) 
At  once  fucceeded  to  his  throne  and  bed ;  395 

And  fair  Andromache,  to  Troy  reftor'd. 
Once  more  was  wedded  to  a  Dardan  lord. 
With  eager  joy  I  left  the  fleet,  and  went 
To  hail  my  royal  friends,  and  learn  the  ftrange  event. 
Before  the  walls,  vidthin  a  gloomy  wood,  400 

Where  a  new  Simois  roll'd  his  filver  flood ; 
By  chance,  Andromache  that  moment  paid 
The  mournful  ofi"erings  to  her  Hector's  fliade. 
A  tomb,  an  empty  tomb  her  hands  compoie 
Of  living  turf;  and  two  fair  altars  rofe.  403' 

Sad  fcene  !  that  ftill  provok'd  the  tears  flie  flied  ; 
And  here  the  queen  invok'd  the  mighty  dead. 
When  lo  !  as  1  advanc'd,  and  drew  more  nigh. 
She  faw  my  TrojaH  arms  and  enfigns  fly  ; 
So  ftrange  a  fight  aftonifli'd  to  furvey,  410 

The  princefs  trembles,  fails,  and  faints  away. 

Her 
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Her  beauteous  frame  the  vital  warmth  forfook. 
And,  fcarce  recover'd,  thus  at  length  fhe  fpoke  : 

Ha  ! — is  it  true  ? — in  perfon  ?  and  alive  ? 
Still,  dofl  thou  ftill,  oh!  goddefs-born,  furvive  ?    415 
Or,  if  no  more  thou  breathe  the  vital  air. 
Where  is  my  lord,  my  Heftor,  tell  mc  where  ? 
Then,  tlie  big  forrow  ftreaming  from  her  eyes. 
She  fill'd  the  air  with  agonizing  cries. 
Few  words  to  footh  her  raging  grief  I  fay,  420 

And  fcarce  thofe  few,  for  lobs,  could  find  their  way. 

Ah  !  truft  your  eyes,  no  phantoms  here  impofe  j 
I  live  indeed,  but  drag  a  life  of  woes. 
Say  then,  oh  fay,  has  fortune  yet  been  jull 
To  worth  like  yours,  fmce  He£tor  funk  in  duft  ?      425 
Or  oh  !  is  that  great  hero's  confort  led 
(His  dear  Andromache)  to  Pyrrhus'  bed  ?  ,■■ 

To  this,  with  lowly  voice,  the  fair  replies. 
While  on  the  ground  flae  iixt  her  ftreaming  eyes  > 

Thrice  bleft  Polyxena  1  condemn'd  to  fall  430 

By  vengeful  Greece  beneath  the  Trojan  wall ; 
Stab'd  at  Pelides'  tomb  tlie  vidim  bled. 
To  death  deliver 'd  from  the  vidor's  bed. 
Nor  lots  difgrac'd  her  with  a  chain,  like  me, 
A  wretched  captive,  drag'd  from  fea  to  fea  !  435 

Doom'd  to  that  hero's  haughty  heir,  I  gave 
A  fon  to  Pyrrhus,  more  than  half  a  flave. 
From  me,  to  fair  Hermoine  he  fled 
Of  Leda's  race,  and  fought  a  Spartan  bed ; 
JVly  flighted  charms  to  Helenus  rcfign'd,  440 

And  in  the  bridal  bands  his  captives  join'd. 

Y  3  Ilut 
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But  fierce  Oreftes,  by  the  Furies  toft 

And  made  with  vengeance  for  the  bride  lie  loft. 

Swift  on  the  monarch  from  his  ambufh  flew. 

And  at  Apollo's  hallow'd  altar  flew.  445 

On  Helenus  devolv'd  (the  tyrant  flain) 

A  portion  of  the  realm,  a  large  domain  : 

From  Chaon's  name  the  fruitful  trafl  he  calls. 

And  from  old  Pergamus,  his  growing  walls. 

But  oh  !  what  winds,  what  fates,  what  gracious  pow'rs^ 

Led  you,  unknowing,  to  thefe  friendly  ftiores  ?       45  I 

Does  yet  Afcanius  live,  the  hope  of  Troy  ? 

Does  his  fond  mother's  death  afflicl  the  boy  ? 

Or  glory's  charms  his  little  foul  inflame. 

To  match  niy  Hetftor's  or  his  father's  fame  ?  455; 

So  fpoke  the  queen  with  mingled  fobs  and  cries. 
And  tears  in  vain  ran  trickling  from  her  eyes. 
When  lo  !  in  royal  pomp  the  king  defcends 
With  a  long  train,  and  owns  his  ancient  friends. 
Then  to  the  town  his  welcome  guefts  he  led  ;  469 

Tear  foUow'd  tear,  at  ev'rv  word  he  faid. 
Here  in  a  foreign  region  I  behold 
A  little  Troy,  an  image  of  the  old ; 
Here  creeps  along  a  poor  penurious  ftream. 
That  fondly  bears  Scamander's  mighty  name  :        463 
A  fecond  Scaean  gate  I  clafp  with  joy, 
Tn  dear  remembrance  of  the  firft  in  Troy. 
With  me,  the  monarch  bids  my  friends,  and  all. 
Indulge  the  banquet  in  the  regal  hall, 
Crown'd  with  rich  wine  the  foamy  goblets  hold;     470 
Ar-d  the  vo.ft  feaft  was  fer\  'd  in  maffy  gold. 

Twq 
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Two  days  were  part,  and  now  the  fouthern  gales 
Call  us  aboard,  and  ftretch  the  fwelling  fails. 
A  thoufand  doubts  diltraft  my  anxious  brealt. 
And  thus  the  royal  prophet  I  addrefs'd  :  475 

Oh  facred  prince  of  Troy,  to  whom  'tis  giv'n. 
To  fpeak  events,  and  fearcli  the  will  of  heav'n. 
The  fecret  mind  of  Pljosbus  to  declare 
From  laurels,  tripods^  and  from  every  ftar  : 
To  know  the  voice  of  every  fowl  that  flies,  480 

The  flgns  of  every  wing  that  beats  the  fkies ; 
Inftruft  me,  facred  feer ;  iince  every  god. 
With  each  bleft  omen,  bids  me  plough  the  flood. 
To  reach  fair  Italy,  and  meafure  o'er 
A  length  of  ocean  to  the  deilin'd  fliore  :  485 

The  Harpy  queen,  and  flie  alone,  relates 
A  fcene  of  fad  unutterable  fates, 
A  dreadful  famine  fent  from  heaven  on  high. 
With  all  the  gather'd  vengeance  of  the  flcy  : 
Tell  me,  what  dangers  I  muft  firlt  oppofe,  490 

And  how  o'ercome  the  mighty  weight  of  woes. 

Now,  the  due  viftims  flain,  the  king  iiriplores 
The  grace  and  favour  of  th'  inimortal  pow'rs ; 
Unbinds  the  fillets  from  his  facred  head. 
Then,  by  the  liand,  in  folemn  flate  he  led  49^ 

His  trembling  gueft  to  Phoebus'  fair  abode. 
Struck  with  an  aweful  reverence  of  the  god. 
At  length,  with  all  the  facred  fury  fir'd. 
Thus  fpoke  the  prophet,  as  the  god  infpir'd : 

Since,  mighty  chief,  the  deities,  your  guides,    50Q 
\Yith  profperous  omens  waft  you  o'er  the  tides, 

y  4  Such 
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Such  is  the  doom  of  fate,  the  will  of  Jove, 

The  firm  decree  of  him  who  reigns  above 

Hear  me,  of  many  things,  explain  a  few. 

Your  future  courfe  with  fafety  to  purfue ;  505 

And,  all  tliefe  foreign  floods  and  countries  palt. 

To  reach  the  wilh'd  Aufonian  port  at  lait. 

The  refl  the  Fates  from  Hclcniis  conceal. 

And  heav'n's  dread  qu;'en  forbids  me  to  reveal. 

Firft  then,  that  Italy,  that  promis'd  land,  510 

Though  thy  fond  hopes  already  gra'p  the  ftrand, 

(Though  now  fhe  feems  fo  near)  a  mighty  tide. 

And  long,  long  regions  from  your  reach  divide. 

Sicilian  feas  mull:  bend  your  plunging  oars ; 

Your  fleet  mull  coaft  the  fair  Aufonian  fliores,         51  j 

And  reach  the  dreadful  ifle,  the  dire  abode 

Where  Circe  reigns ;  and  Item  the  Stygian  flood. 

Before  your  fated  city  fliall  afcend. 

Hear  then,  and  thefe  aufpiclous  figns  attend  : 

.When,  loft  in  contemplation  deep,  you  find  5  20 

A  large  white  mother  of  the  briftly  kind. 

With  her  white  brood  of  thirty  yoiing,  who  drain 

Her  fwelling  dugs,  where  Tyber  bathes  the  plain  : 

There,  there,  thy  town  fliall  rife,  my  godlike  friend. 

And  all  thy  labours  find  their  dellin'd  end.  525 

Fear  then  Celccno's  direful  threats  no  more. 

That  your  fierce  hunger  fliall  your  boards  devour. 

Apollo,  when  invok'd,  will  teach  the  way, 

/nd  fate  the  myftic  riddle  fliall  difplay. 

But  thefe  next  borders  of  th'  ItaHan  fliores,  530 

On  whoft  rpugh  rocky  fides  our  ocean  roars, 

Avoi4 
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Avoid  with  caution,  for  the  Grecian  train 

PolTefs  thofe  realms  that  ftrctch  along  the  main. 

Here,  the  fierce  Locriaiii  hold  their  dreadful  feat ; 

There,  brave  Idomeneus,  expell'd  from  Crete,       53? 

Has  fixt  his  armies  on  Salentine  ground. 

And  awes  the  wide  Calabiian  realms  around. 

Here  Philcdletcs,  from  I'heffalian  (liores. 

Rears  llrong  Petilia  fenc'd  with  walls  and  tow'rs. 

Soon  as  tranfported  o'er  the  rolling  floods,  540 

You  pay  due  vows  in  honour  of  the  gods ; 

When  on  ilie  fiiore  the  fmoking  altars  rife, 

A  purple  veil  draw  cautious  o'er  your  eyes ; 

Left  ho  Rile  faces  fhould  appear  in  fight. 

To  blaft  and  difcompofe  the  hallow'd  rite.  ^:j.j 

Obferve  this  form  before  the  facred  Ihrine, 

Thou,  and  thy  friends,  and  all  thy  future  line. 

When  near  Sicilian  coafts  thy  bellying  fails 
A.t  length  convey  thee  witli  the  driving  gales ; 
Pelorus'  ftraits  juft  opening  by  degrees ;  550 

Turn  from  the  right ;  avoid  the  fhores  and  feas. 
Far  to  the  left  thy  courfe  in  fafety  keep, 
And  fetch  a  mighty  circle  round  the  deep. 
That  realm  of  old,  a  ruin  huge  !  was  rent 
In  length  of  ages  from  the  continent;  c^^ 

With  force  convulfive  burft  tlie  ifle  away ; 
Through  the  dread  op'ning  broke  the  thund'ring  fea : 
At  once  the  thund'ring  fea  Sicilia  tore. 
And  fundcr'd  from  the  fair  Hefperian  fhore; 
And  ftill  tlie  neighbouring  coafts  and  towns  divides  5^3 
With  fcanty  channels,  and  contfadted  tides;  :    ' 

Fierce 
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Fierce  to  the  right  tremendous  Scylla  roars, 
Charybdis  on  the  left  the  flood  devours  : 
Thrice  fwallow'd  in  her  womb,  fubfidcs  the  fea. 
Deep,  deep  as  hell;  and  thrice  flie  fpouts  away       565 
From  her  black  bellowing  gulis,  difgorg'd  on  high. 
Waves  after  wa\'es,  that  dafii  the  diilant  fky. 
Lodg'd  in  a  darldbme  cavern's  dreadful  fhade. 
High  o'er  the  furges  Scylla  rears  her  head : 
Grac'd  with  a  virgin's  breaft,  and  female  looks,     57Q 
She  draws  the  vcfTcls  on  the  pointed  rocks. 
Below,  fhe  lengthens  in  a  monftrous  whale. 
With  dogs  furrounded,  and  a  dolphin's  tail. 
But  oh  !   'tis  far,  far  fafer  vs^ith  delay 
Still  round  and  round  to  plough  the  wat'r)'  way,      575 
And  coaft  Pachynus,  than  with  curious  eyes 
To  fee  th'  enormous  den  where  Scylla  lies ; 
The  dire  tremendous  fury  to  explore,  [roar. 

Where,  round  her  caveru'd  rocks,  her  wai'ry  monlters 
Befides,  if  Helenus  the  truth  inlpires,  580 

If  Phoebus  warms  me  with  prophetic  fires ; 
One  thing  in  chief,  O  prince  of  Venus'  Ilrain, 
Though  oft  repeated,  1  mull  urge  again. 
To  Juno  nrft  with  gifts  and  vows  repair. 
And  vanquiih  heaven's  imperial  queen  with  pray *r.  585 
So  fliall  your  fleets  in  fafety  waft  you  o'er. 
From  fair  Trinacria  to  th'  Hefp^^rian  fliore  ; 
There  when  arriv'd  you  vifit  Cuma's  low'rs. 
Where  dark  with  fliady  woods  Avernus  roars, 
Yqu  fee  the  Sibyl  in  her  rocky  cave,  590. 

And  hear  tlie  furious  maid  divinely  rave. 

The 
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The  dark  decrees  of  Fate  the  virgin  fings, 

And  writes  on  leaves,  names,  charaders,  and  things. 

The  mvlHc  numbers,  in  the  cavern  laid. 

Are  rang'd  in  order  by  the  facred  maid ;  595 

There  they  repofe  in  ranks  along  the  floor ; 

At  length  a  cafual  wind  unfolds  the  door ; 

The  cafual  wind  diforders  the  decrees. 

And  the  loofe  fates  are  fcatter'd  by  the  breeze. 

She  fcorns  to  range  them,  and  again  unite  60Q 

The  fleeting  fcrolls,  or  fl;op  their  airy  flight. 

Then  back  retreat  the  difappointed  train. 

And  curfe  the  Sibyl  they  confult  in  vain. 

But  thou  more  wife,  thy  purpos'd  courfe  delay. 

Though  thy  rafli  friends  fliould  fummon  thee  away ; 

And  wait  with  patience,  though  the  flattering  gales  6o6l 

Sing  in  thy  flirowds,  and  fill  thy  opening  fails. 

With  fuppliant  pray'rs  intreat  her  to  relate. 

In  vocal  accents  all  thy  various  fate. 

Her  voice  the  Italian  nations  fliall  declare,  610 

And  the  whole  progrcfs  of  thy  future  war. 

Thy  numerous  toils  the  prophetefs  fnall  fhow. 

And  how  to  fliun,  or  fufFer  every  woe. 

With  reverence  due,  her  potent  aid  implore,  -j 

So  fliak  thou  fafely  reach  the  diflant  fhore :         615  > 

Thus  far  I  tell  thee,  but  muft  tell  no  more.  J 

Proceed,  brave  prince,  with  courage  in  thy  wars. 

And  raife  the  Trojan  glory  to  the  ftars. 

When  thus  my  fates  the  royal  feer  foretold. 
He  fent  rich  gifts  of  elephant  and  gold;  620 

Within 
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Within  my  navy's  fides  large  treafures  ftow'd 

And  brazen  cauldrons  that  refulgent  glow'd. 

To  me  the  monarch  gave  a  finning  mail. 

With  many  a  golden  clafp,  and  golden  fcale ; 

With  this,  a  beauteous  radi.mt  helm,  that  bore       625 

A  waving  plume ;  the  helm  that  Pyrrhus  wore. 

My  father  too  with  collly  gifts  he  loads. 

And  failors  he  fupplies  to  Hem  the  floods. 

And  generous  fteeds,  and  arms  to  all  my  train. 

With  ikilful  guides  to  lead  us  o'er  the  main.  630 

And  now  my  fxre  gave  orders  to  unbind 
The  gather'd  fails,  and  catch  the  rifmg  wind ; 
Whom  thus,  at  parting,  the  prophetic  fage 
Addrefs'd  with  all  the  reverence  due  to  age. 
Q  favour'd  of  the  Ikies !  whom  Venus  led  635 

To  the  high  honours  of  her  genial  bed. 
Her  own  immortal  beauties  to  enjoy. 
And  tu'ice  preferv'd  thee  from  the  flames  of  Troy  : 
JjO  1  to  your  eyes  Aufonian  coalls  appear  ; 
Go — to  that  realm  your  happy  voyage  lleer.  640 

But  far  beyond  thofe  regions  you  furvey. 
Your  coafHng  fleet  mull  cut  the  lengthen'd  way. 
Still,  ftill  at  dillance  li:;s  the  fated  place, 
Affign'd  by  Phcebus  to  the  Trojan  race. 
Qo  then,  he  faid,  with  full  fuccefs  go  on,  6a  r 

Oh  blefl  !  thrice  blcll  in  fuch  a  matchlefs  fon. 
Why  longer  fliould  my  words  your  courfe  detain. 
When  the  foft  gales  invite  you  to  the  main  ? 

Nor  lefs  the  queen,  her  love  aiid  grief  to  tell, 
Witii  cofdy  prefents  takes  her  fad  iarewell.  650 

She 
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She  gave  my  fon  a  robe  ;  the  robe  of  old 

Her  own  fair  hands  embroider'd  o'er  with  gold : 

With  precious  veils  Ihe  loads  the  darling  boy. 

And  a  refulgent  manlle  wrought  in  Troy. 

Accept,  dear  youth,  fl\e  faid,  thefe  robes  I  wove   655 

In  happier  days,  memorial  ot  my  love. 

This  trifling  token  of  thy  friend  receive, 

The  laft,  laft  prefent  Heftor's  wife  can  give. 

Ah  1   now,  methinks,  and  only  now,  I  fee 

My  dear  Aftyanax  revive  in  thee  !  669 

Such  were  his  motions  I  fuch  a  fprightly  grace 

Charm'd  from  his  eyes,  and  open'd  in  his  face  1 

And  had  it  pleas'd,  alas !  the  pow'rs  divine. 

His  blooming  years  had  been  the  fame  as  thine. 

Thus  then  the  mournful  laft  farewell  I  took,        66^ 
And,  bath'd  in  tears,  the  royal  pair  befpoke  ; 
Live  you  long  happy  in  a  fettled  ftate  j 
'Tis  our's  to  wander  Hill  from  fate  to  fate. 
Safe  have  you  gain'd  the  peaceful  port  of  eafe. 
Not  doom'd  to  plough  th'  immeafurable  feas ;         6j9 
Nor  feek  for  Latium,  that  deludes  the  view, 
A  coail  that  flies  as  faft  as  we  purfue. 
Here  you  a  new  Scamander  can  enjoy ; 
Here  your  own  hands  ereft  a  fecond  Troy  : 
Witli  happier  omens  may  fhe  rife  in  peace,  675 

And  lefs  obnoxious  than  the  firft  to  Greece. 
If  e'er  the  long-expefted  fnore  I  gain. 
Where  Tyber's  fti  earns  enrich  tlie  flow'ry  plain ; 
Or  if  1  live  to  raife  our  fated  town; 
Our  Latiun  Troy  and  yours  Ihall  join  in  one;  680 

In 
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In  one  (hall  center  both  the  kindred  Hates, 
The  fame  their  founder,  and  the  fame  their  fates ! 
And  may  their  fon  to  future  times  convey 
The  facred  friendfliip  which  we  fign  to-day. 

We  take  to  Italy  the  fhorteft  road,  685 

By  fteep  Ceraunian  mountains,  o'er  the  flood. 
2Now  the  dcfcending  fun  loll'd  down  the  light. 
The  hills  lie  cover'd  in  the  fliades  of  night ; 
When  feme  by  lot  attend,  and  ply  the  oars. 
Some,  worn  with  toil,  lie  ftretch'd  along  the  Ihores  :  690 
There,  by  the  murmurs  of  the  heaving  deep 
Rock'd  to  rcpofe,  they  funk  in  pleafing  fleep. 
Scarce  half  the  hours  of  fJent  night  were  fled. 
When  careful  Palinure  forfakes  his  bed  ; 
And  every  breath  explores  that  ftirs  the  fcas,  695 

And  watchful  liflei-'.s  to  the  paffing  breeze  ; 
Obferves  the  courfs  of  ev'ry  orb  on  high. 
That  moves  in  filent  pomp  along  the  flcy. 
Arfturus  dreadful  with  the  ftormy  liar. 
The  wat'ry  Hyads,  and  the  northern  car,  700 

In  the  blue  vasiK  his  pierciv.g  eyes  behold. 
And  huge  Onon  tlanic  in  arms  of  gold. 
When  nil  ferent;  l.e  faw  th'  ethereal  plain* 
He  gave  the  fignal  to  the  flunib'ring  train. 
We  roufc  ;  our  opening  canvas  we  difplay,  705 

And  wing  vith  fpreading  fails  the  wat'ry  way. 

Now  every  lla.r  before  Aurora  flies, 
Whofe  glowing  blulhes  Ib'eak  the  purple  Ikies : 
When  the  dim  hills  of  Italy  we  view'd. 
That  pecp'd  by  turns,  and  div'd  beneath  the  flood.  710 

Lo  I 
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Lo  !  Italy  appears.  Achates  cries. 

And  Italy  with  Ihouts,  the  crowd  replies. 

My  fire,  tranfported,  crowns  a  bowl  with  wine. 

Stands  on  the  deck,  and  calls  the  pow'rs  divine : 

Ye  gods !  who  rule  the  tempefts,  earth,  a:.d  feas,  715 

Befriend  our  courfe,  and  breathe  a  profperous  breeze. 

Up  fprung  th'  expefted  breeze ;  the  port  we  fpy. 

Near,  and  more  near ;  and  Pallas'  fane  on  high. 

With  the  lleep  hill,  rofe  dancing  to  the  eye. 

Our  fails  are  furl'dj  and  from  the  feas  profound,    720 

We  turn  the  prows  to  land,  while  ocean  foams  around. 

Where  from  the  raging  eaft  the  furges  flow. 
The  land  indented  bends  an  ample  bow. 
The  port  conceal'd  within  the  winding  fhore, 
Dafli'd  on  the  fronting  cliffs,  the  billows  roar.         725 
Two  lofty  tow'ring  rocks  extended  wide, 
With  outtlretch'd  arms  embrace  the  murmuring  tide. 
"Within  the  mighty  wall  the  waters  lie, 
And  from  the  coaft  the  temple  feems  to  fly. 

Here  firil,  a  dubious  omen  I  beheld  ;  73c? 

Four  milk-white  courfers  graz'd  the  verdant  field. 
War,  cry'd  my  fire,  thefe  hoftile  realms  prepare ; 
Train'd  to  the  fight,  thefe  fteeds  denounce  the  war. 
But  fince  fometimes  they  bear  the  guiding  rein, 
Yok'd  to  the  c<ir;  the  hopes  of  peace  remain.         735 
Then,  as  her  temple  rais'd  our  ihouts,  we  paid 
Our  firft  devotions  to  the  martial  maid. 
Next,  as  the  rules  of  Kelenus  enjoin. 
We  veil'd  our  heads  at  Juno's  facred  flirine  : 
And  fought  heav'n's  aweful  queen  with  rites 

This 
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This  done  ;  — once  more  with  fhifting  fails  we  fly,   741 

And  cautious  pafs  the  hoitilo  regions  by. 

Hence  we  renovvn'd  Tarentum's  bay  beholdj 

Renown'd,  'tis  faid,  from  Hercules  of  old. 

Oppos'd,  Lacinia's  temple  rofe  on  high,  745 

And  proud  Caulonian  tovv'ri  falute  the  fky. 

Then,  near  the  rocky  Scylacaean  bay 

For  wrecks  defam'd,  we  plougli  the  wat'ry  way. 

Now  we  behold,  emerging  to  our  eyes 

From  dilrant  floods,  Sicilian  ^tna  rife ;  750 

And  hear  a  thund'ring  din  and  dreadful  roar 

Of  billows  breaking  on  the  rocky  fhore. 

The  fmoking  waves  boil  high,  on  every  fide. 

And  fcocp  the  fands,  and  blacken  all  the  tide. 

Charybdis' gulf,  my  father  cries,  behold  I  755 

The  direful  rocks  the  royal  feer  foretold ; 

Ply,  ply  your  oars,  and  ftretch  to  every  llroke : 

Swift  as  the  word,  their  ready  oars  they  took ; 

Firll  ikilful.Palinure  ;  then  all  the  train 

■Steer  to  the  left,  and  plough  tlic  liquid  plain.  760 

Now  on  a  tow'ring  arcli  of  waves  we  rife, 
Heav'd  on  the  bounding  billows,  to  the  Ikies. 
Then,  as  the  roaring  furge  retreating  fell. 
We  (hoot  down  headlong  to  the  depths  of  hell. 
Thrice  the  rough  recks  rebellow  in  our  ears;  765 

Thrice  mount  the  foamy  t'des,  and  dafli  the  ftars. 

The  wind  now  finking  with  the  lamp  of  day. 
Spent  with  her  tcils,  and  dubious  of  tlie  way ; 
We  reach  the  dire  Cyclopean  fhore,  that  forms 
An  ample  port,  impervioui  to  the  Ibrms.  770 

But 
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Eut  ^tna  roars  with  dreadful  ruins  nigh, 

Now  hurls  a  burfting  cloud  of  cinders  high, 

Involved  ill  fmoky  whirlwinds  to  the  iky; 

With  loud  difploiion,  to  the  llarry  frame  : 

Shoots  fiery  globes,  and  furious  floods  of  flame  :     775 

Now  from  her  bellowing  caverns  burft  away 

Valt  piles  of  melted  rocks,  in  open  day. 

Her  fliatter'd  entrails  wide  the  mountain  throws. 

And  deep  as  hell  her  burning  center  glows. 

On  vafl  Enceladus  this  ponderous  load  7  36 

Was  thrown  in  vengeance  by  the  thuad'ring  god ; 

Who  pants  beneath  the  m.ountains,  and  evpires. 

Through  openings  huge,  the  fierce  tempelluous  fires ; 

Oft  as  he  fhifts  his  fide,  the  caverns  roar;  -j 

With  fnioke  and  flame  the  ikies  are  covcr'd  o'er,  785  > 

And  all  Trinacria  fliakes  from  flaore  to  fliore.  j 

That  night  we  heard  the  loud  tremendous  found. 

The  monftrous  mingled  peal  that  thunder'd  round ; 

While  in  the  flielt'ring  wood  we  ibuglit  repofe. 

Nor  knew  from  whence  the  dreadful  tumult  rofe.    79a 

For  not  one  liar  difplays  his  golden  light ; 

The  fkies  lie  covcr'd  in  the  fhades  of  night; 

The  filver  moon  her  glimmering  fplendor  flirouds 

Jn  gathering  vapours,  and  a  night  of  clouds. 

Now  fled  the  dewy  fliades  of  night  away>  795 

Before  the  bluflies  of  the  dawning  day; 
When,  from  the  wood,  Ihot  fuddcn  forth  in  view 
A  wretch,  in  rags  that  flutter'd  as  he  !lew. 
The  human  form  in  meager  hunger  loft ; 
The  fuppliant  ftranger,  more  than  half  a  ghoft,  800 
Stretch'd  forth  his  hands,  and  pointed  to  the  coall. 

Vol.  LIL  Z  We 
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We  turn'd  to  view  the  fight ; — his  veft  was  torn. 

And  all  the  tatter'd  garb  was  tagg'd  with  thorn. 

His  beard  hangs  long,  and  dull  the  wretch  diftains. 

And  fcarce  tlie  fhadow  of  a  man  remains.  805 

In  all  befides,  a  Grecian  he  appears. 

And  late  a  foldier  in  the  Trojan  wars. 

Soon  as  our  Dardan  drefs  and  arms  he  v-iew'J, 

In  fear  fufpended  for  a  fpace  he  ftood  j 

Stood,  ftop'd,  and  paus'd ;  then,  fpringing  forth,  he  flics 

All  headlong  to  the  (hore  with  pray'rs  and  cries :    8u 

Oh  !  by  this  vital  air,  the  ftars  on  high. 

By  every  pitying  pow'r  who  treads  the  fky ! 

Ye  Trojans,  take  me  hence ;  T  afk  no  more ; 

But  bear,  oh  bear  me  from  this  dreadful  (hore.       8 1 5 

I  own  myfelf  a  Grecian,  and  confefs 

I  ftorm'd  your  Ilion  with  the  fons  of  Greece. 

If  that  offence  muft  doom  me  to  the  grave. 

Ye  Trojans,  plunge  me  in  the  whelming  wave. 

I  die  contented,  if  that  grace  I  gain;  820 

I  die  with  pleafure,  if  I  die  by  man. 

Then  kneel'd  the  wretch,  and  fupplinnt  clung  around 
My  knees  with  tears,  and  grovel'd  on  the  ground. 
Mov'd  with  his  cries,  we  urge  him  to  relate 
His  name,  his  lineage,  and  his  cruel  fate  :  825 

Then  by  the  hand  my  good  old  father  took 
The  trembling  youth,  who  thus  encourag'd  fpoke. 

Ulyfles'  friend,  your  empire  to  deftroy, 
I  left  my  native  Ithaca  for  Troy, 
My  fire,  poor  Adamaflus,  fcnt  from  far  830 

His  fon,  his  Achaemenides,  to  war ; 

Oh' 
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Oh  !  had  we  both  our  humble  Ibte  maiutain'd. 

And  fafe  in  pe^ce  and  poverty  remain'd  ! 

For  me  my  friends  forgetful  left  beiiind. 

In  the  huge  Cyclops'  ample  cave  confin'd.  835 

Floating  with  human  gore,  the  dreadful  dome 

Lies  wide  and  walte,  a  folitavy  gloom  ! 

With  mangled  limbs  was  all  the  pavement  Ipread; 

High  as  the  liars  he  heaves  his  horrid  head. 

The  tow'ring  giant  Ilalks  with  matchlefs  might;      840 

A  favage  fiend  !  tremendous  to  the  fight. 

(Far,  far  from  eardi,  ye  heav'niy  pow'rs,  repell 

A  fiend  fo  direful  to  the  depths  of  hell !) 

For  flaughter'd  mortals  are  the  monlter's  food. 

The  bodies  he  devours,  and  quaffs  the  blood.  845 

Thefe  eyes  beheld  him,  when  his  ample  hand 

Seiz'd  two  poor  wretches  of  our  trembling  band. 

Stretch'd  o'er  the  cavern,  with  a  dreadful  ftroke. 

He  fnatch'd,  he  dalh'd,  he  brain'd  'em  on  the  rock. 

In  one  black  torrent  {warn  the  fmoking  floor  ;  850 

Fierce  he  devours  the  limb-:  that  drop  with  gore  ; 

The  limbs  yet  fprawling,  dreadful  to  furvej' ! 

Still  heave  and  quiver  while  he  grinds  the  prey. 

But  mindful  of  himfelf,  that  fatal  hour. 
Not  unreveng'd  their  death  Ulyffes  bore.  85  j 

For  while  the  nodding  favage  fleeps  fupine, 
Gorg'd  with  his  horrid  feall,  and  drovvn'd  in  wine  ; 
And,  llretch'd  o'er  half  the  cave,  ejecls  the  load 
Of  human  offals  mixt  with  human  blood  : 
Trembling,  by  lot  we  took  our  polls  around,  860 

Th'  enoimous  giant  flumb'ring  on  the  ground. 

Z  2  Then 
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Tiien  (ev'ry  god  invok'd,  who  ruh-s  the  fky) 
Plunge  the  fharp  weapon  in  his  monftrous  eve  ; 
His  eye,  that  midll  his  frowning  foreheiid  fhone, 
hike  fome  broad  buckler,  or  the  blazing  fun.  865 

Thus  we  reveng'd  our  dear  companions  loft  : 
But  fiy,  ye  Trojuns,  fly  this  dreadful  coaft. 
For  know,  a  hundred  horrid  Cyclops  mere 
Range  on  thefe  liills,  and  dwell  along  tlie  fhore. 
As  huge  as  Polyphcmc,  the  giant  fwain,  870 

Who  milk,  like  him,  in  caves  the  woolly  train. 
Now  thrice  the  rr.oon,  fair  emprefs  of  the  night. 
Has  fill'd  her  gro>\'ing  horns  with  borrow'd  light. 
Since  in  thefe  woods  I  pafs'd  the  hours  away. 
In  dens  of  befits,  and  favages  of  p'^ey,  875 

Saw  on  the  rocks  the  Cvclops  ranging  round. 
Heard  their  loud  footfteps  thund'ring  on  the  ground. 
With  each  big  bellowing  voice,  and  trembled  at  the 

found. 
Here  every  ftony  fruit  I  pluck  for  food. 
Herbs,  cornel?,  roots,  ard  berries  of  the  wood.      880 
While  round  1  gaze,  your  fleet  I  firft  explore. 
The  firft  that  toucli'd  on  this  detefted  fliore ; 
To  'fcape  thefe  lavages,  I  flew  with  joy 
To  meet  your  navy,  though  it  fail'd  from  Troy.     88j; 
If  I  but  fhun  the  cruel  h>mds  of  thefe  ; 
Do  you  dcrftroy  me  by  what  death  you  pleafe. 

Scarce  had  he  faid;  when  lo  !   th'  enormous  fwain. 
Huge  Polyphemus,  'midft  his  fleecy  train, 
A  bijlk  prcd'gious!   from  the  mountain's  brow 
Dclcends  terrific  to  the  Qiore  below  :  890 

A  men- 
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A  monller  grim,  tremendous,  vart:,  and  high; 

His  front  deform'd,  and  quench'd  his  blazing  eye  ! 

His  huge  hand  held  a  pine,  tall,  large,  and  ftrong, 

To  guide  his  footfteps  as  he  tcwr'd  along. 

His  flock  attends,  the  only  joy  he  knows ;  895 

His  pipe  around  his  neck,  the  folace  of  his  woes. 

Soon  as  the  giant  reach'd  the  deeper  flood. 

With  many  a  groan  he  cleans 'd  the  gather 'd  blood 

From  his  bor'd  eye-ball  in  the  briny  main. 

And,  bellowing,  grinds  his  teeth  in  agonizing  pain.  900 

Then  ftalks  enormous  through  the  midmoll  tides ; 

And  fcarce  the  topmaft  furges  reach  his  fides. 

Aboard,  the  well-deferving  Greek  we  took. 
And,  pale  with  fear,  the  dreadful  coafl:  fcrfook ; 
Cut  every  cord  with  eager  fpeed  away,  905 

Bend  to  the  llroke,  and  fweep  the  foamy  fea. 
The  giant  heard ;  and,  turning  to  the  found. 
At  firft  purfu'd  us  through  the  vaft  profound  ; 
Strctch'd  his  huge  hand  to  reach  the  fleet  in  vain; 
Nor  could  he  ford  the  deep  Ionian  main.  910 

With  that,  the  furious  moniler  roar'd  fo  loud, 
Ihat  Ocean  fnook  in  ev'ry  diftant  flood ; 
Trembled  all  Italy  from  fliore  to  fliore ; 
And  ^Etna's  winding  caves  rebellow  to  the  roar. 

Rous'd  at  the  peal,  the  fierce  Cyclopean  train     91c 
Rufh'd  from  their  woods  and  mountains  to  the  main; 
Around  the  port  the  ghaftly  brethren  fl:and, 
A  dire  afiembly  I  covering  all  the  fl:rand. 
Jn  each  grim  forehead  blazd  the  fingle  eye;  "^i 

In  vain  enrag'd  the  monftrous  race  we  (py,  920  > 

A  hbit  of  ciaiUi'  tow'ring  in  the  iky.  j 
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So  on  fome  mountain  tow'rs  the  lofty  grove 
Of  beauteous  Dian,  or  imperial  Jove  ; 
Th'  aerial  pines  in  pointed  fpires  from  far. 
Or  fpreading  oaks,  majeftic  nod  in  air.  925 

Headlong  we  fly  with  horror,  where  the  gales 
And  fpeeding  winds  direfl  the  flutt'ring  fails. 
But  Helenas  forbids  to  plough  the  waves 
Where  Scylla  roars,  and  fierce  Charybdis  raves. 
As  death  Hands  dreadful  'midlt  the  dangerous  road,  930 
With  backward  courfe  we  plough  the  foamy  flood  j 
When,  from  Pelorus'  point  a  northern  breeze 
Swells  every  fail,  and  wafts  us  o'er  the  feas ; 
Firft,  where  Pantagia's  mouth  appear'd  in  view, 
Flank'd  by  a  range  of  rocks,  the  navy  flew:  93  j 

Then,  fhooting  by  the  fam'd  Megarean  bay. 
And  lowly  Tapfus  cut  the  wat'ry  way. 
Thefe  coafls  by  Achaemenides  were  iliown. 
Who  follow'd,  late,  Laertes'  vvand'ring  Ton  : 
Familiar  with  the  track  he  pafl  before,  940 

He  names  the  lands,  and  points  out  ev'ry  (hore. 
An  ifle,  once  call'd  Ortygia,  fronts  the  fides 
Of  rough  Plemmyrium,  and  Sicanian  tides. 
Hither,  'tis  faid,  Alphcus,  from  his  fource 
In  Elis'  realrns,  di^eft  his  watry  courfe  :  945 

Beneath  the  main  he  takes  his  fecret  way. 
And  mounts  with  Arethufa's  ftreams  to  day: 
Now  a  Sicilian  flood  his  courfe  he  keeps. 
And  rolls  with  blended  waters  to  the  deeps. 
Admonilh'd,  I  adore  the  guardian  gods,  950 

frhcn  pafs  the  bpuod§  pf  rich  Helgrus'  floods. 

Next 
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Next  our  fleet  gallies  by  Pachyniis  glide, 
Whofe  rocks  projedling  llretch  into  the  tide. 
The  Camarinlan  marfli  I  now  furvey. 
By  fate  forbidden  to  be  drain'd  away.  95^ 

Then  the  Geloan  fields  with  Gela  came 
In  view,  who  borrow'd  from  the  flood  their  name. 
With  her  huge  wall  proud  Agragas  fucceeds ; 
A  realm,  of  old  renown'd  for  generous  Heeds. 
From  thee,  Selinus,  fwift  before  the  wind  g6o 

We  flew,  and  left  thy  linking  palms  behind ; 
By  Lilybaeum's  fides  our  courfe  purfu'd, 
Whofe  rocks  infidious  hide  beneath  the  flood  : 
And  reach  (thofe  dangerous  fhelves  and  {hallows  paft) 
The  fatal  port  of  Drepanum  at  laft.  965 

Wretch  as  I  was,  on  this  detefted  coafi:. 
The  chief  fupport  of  all  my  woes,  I  loft ; 
My  dear,  dear  father — fav'd,  but  fav'd  in  vain 
From  all  the  tempefts  of  the  raging  main. 
Nor  did  the  royal  fage  this  blow  foretell ;  970 

Nor  did  the  direful  Harpy-queen  of  hell. 
Among  her  frightful  prodigies,  forefliow 
This  laft  fad  llroke,  this  unexpefted  woe. 
Here  all  my  labours,  all  my  toils  were  o'er. 
And  hence  heav'n  led  me  to  your  friendly  fliore.     975 
Thus,  while  the  room  was  huili'd,  the  prince  relates 
The  wondrous  feries  of  his  various  fates ; 
His  long,  long  wand'rings,  and  unnumber'd  woes  : 
Then  ceas'd ;  and  fought  the  blellings  of  repofe. 

End  of  the  Third  Book, 
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